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PREFACE. 



The following letters were addressed to the Rev. 
William Bull, of Newport Pagnell, tlie beloved 
father of the Editor. It so happened that Mr. 
Bull undertook the pastoral charge of the Inde- 
pendent congregation at Newport about the time 
that Mr. Newton entered on the curacy at Olney. 
They were soon introduced to each other, and a 
slight acquaintance commenced. Some trifling 
reports, tending to lower the reputation of Mr. 
Bull, reached the ear of Mr. Newton, and pro- 
duced a coldness between them. When, however, 
it was found that these reports originated in false- 
hood, there was a permanent renewal of that 
intercourse which had been for a short time 
suspended. 

How completely Mr* Newton was satisfied, and 
how cordial was his subsequent attachment to his 
friend, will appear by the following extract from 
his Diary, dated March 11th, 1776:— "At ten, 
thy servant Bull came and stayed till after dinner. 
Was he not thy messenger? Oh make his visit a 
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blessing. Much passed that might afford instruc- 
tion and humiliation. Is this the man I once 
thought so lightly of? — and now how far is he 
before me ? With him I conversed freely, as 
though I had a savour of divine things, and a 
right to speak of them. And, perhaps, he thought 
me better than himself; but what would he think 
if he knew me as I am ? Were this possible I 
should be ashamed to see him, yet I thus stand 
open to thy holy eyes, and hardly feel the thought. 
Our discourse turned on the deepest and most 
affecting points — the sorrows of Thy soul wheri 
thou didst expiate thy people's sins. Alas ! how 
little am I affected with this subject ! I perceive 
that he meditates upon thy word, and makes it 
his food." 

The pleasure, and, he trusts, profit, which the 
Editor found in the perusal of the " Sixty-fivb 
Letters to a Clergyman/' by Mr. Newton, re- 
cently published, led him to consider whether he 
was doing right in keeping from the public eye the T 
following correspondence, and he cannot but hope 
that it will be read with pleasure and benefit.* 
It is thought, too, that at the present time it 
might be peculiarly seasonable, and tend to soften, 

* " His chief excellence as a writer seemed to lie in the easy and 
natural style of his- epistolary correspondence. His letters will be 
read while real religion exists, and they are the best draught of his 
ewn mind. M — Cecil's if Memoirs/' 
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in some measure, the asperity of a controversial 
spirit in some quarters too prevalent, and promote 
union amongst Christians— an object which, to his 
mind, does not seem so completely Utopian, at 
some are ready to imagine. At all events, the 
following pages will exhibit an example of "an 
evangelical alliance " which lasted unbroken be* 
tween the parties till " death did them part." 

Some persons will perhaps think that more fre- 
quent omissions should have been made in these 
letters ; but it is presumed, that they will be read 
with more interest, and exhibit a better portrait 
of the lovely character of the writer, to publish 
them almost entire. The distance of time since 
they were written will be a sufficient apology for 
retaining the names in most instances of the per- 
sons referred to. The good man and his pious 
friends are nearly all now members of another 
community, where they cannot be affected by the 
mention of their names; and those who survive 
will, with the Editor, feel it a privilege to have 
been included in a circle of which the excellent 
John Newton was the centre. 

It is proper to add, that fourteen of these letters 
have been already published in the second volume 
of the " Cardiphonia," with some omissions, which 
are here supplied. 

The Editor would be sorry to give any person 
reasonable ground of offence, still more to damage 
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the well-deserved reputation of the author; but 
he must believe that, under the Divine blessing, 
the exhibition these letters afford of practical wis- 
dom, true piety, and Christian friendship, will be 
contemplated with profit and pleasure by those 
" who love the Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity and 
truth." 

Several explanatory notes have been inserted, 
which it is thought will not detract from the 
interest of the volume. 

Thomas Palmer Bull. 

Newport Pagnell, February, 1847. 
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LETTERS 

OF THB 

REV. JOHN NEWTON. 



LETTER I. 
My Dear Friend, — 

We were glad to hear you were no worse for your 
journey hither ; I hope I was the better for it. 

I preached yesterday from the two Stars, Matthew's 
and Balaam's, and was favoured with liberty, especially 
from the latter, in the evening, when we had a church 
full of people. 

I thank you for what you call your rudeness ; but let 
there be no apologies or ceremonies between you and 
me. I hope you did not think I put the papers in your 
hand by way of fishing for compliments, but that I 
should snarl and snap if you found the least fault. I am 
capable, indeed, of all this, and more ; but through the 
Lord's mercy I have not thought myself infallible for 
some years. * * * 

" Myself" not only pleaded precedents and the exam- 
ples of the best writers for preserving its place, but its 
pretensions were supported by a friend on whose judg- 
ment in composition I can depend much better than on 
my own ; but I over-ruled it with a high hand, and said, 
You saucy word, to offend Mr. Bull, the first time yon 

\ - * 
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were in his company. " Delendum es." I will make an 
example of you, and excommunicate you, right or wrong, 
however necessary you may think yourself to the emphasis 
of the sentence. We are to abstain from all appearance 
of evil, and consequently from all appearance of egotism, 
which is an evil of very ugly semblance. However, 
•' inter' nos," I think it will not read so well, — " It is a 
path in which I have known many led, and in which I 
have walked myself." The opposition between n»yself 
and many seems almost necessary both for distinction and 
for the euphony of the close. 

My notion of instincts, I think, you would not oppose, 
if I had time to explain it. The term I borrowed from 
Edwards, in his discourse on " Virtue." Though fallen 
nature is destitute of spiritual life, and incapable of loving 
and serving its Maker, we may say as much as Milton 
of Beelzebub in its favour ; it is, " Majestic, though in 
ruins." 

[ could give you specimens of such feelings and in- 
stincts as you could not prove to originate from self and 
pride, though self and pride influence and corrupt them, 
when occasions offer. A natural man is capable of ap- 
proving and admiring what he cannot imitate, and of 
feeling the impropriety of his own conduct, though he 
will not alter it : — " Video meliora proboque, deteriora 
sequor," is the experience of fallen nature. Natural con- 
science, though blinded and partial, is not quite dead, 
nor has God given it up. Though all are equally des- 
titute of divine light and life, there is a difference be- 
tween Nero and Titus ; and though I allow some bene- 
volent feelings in human nature to be extinguished by an 
habitual course of cruelty and injustice, yet if I can 
prove that they have no influence upon our conduct 
towards God, though useful in the present state of so- 
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ciety , and have no more real morality than the partial 
justice and friendship that may subsist among pickpockets 
towards each other, I apprehend neither Lindsay nor 
Priestley could gain much advantage by the concession. 
I believe these were my sentiments before I read Ed- 
wards ; and hope you will not be displeased that I am a 
little tenacious of them, since I have seen them supported 
fcy so great a master. 

I am afraid you will think me positive, and that I 
asked your opinion with a predetermination to abide by 
my own, but I hope truth is my object. I have no 
horse ; you have one ; and as it is too dirty to wait to 
you, I wish before long you would trot over again, that 
we may settle the point here. I love you ; I love your 
company, because I believe the Lord speaks by you to 
my heart ; therefore I wish to see you as often as I can. 

I agree with you that I am not bound to satisfy the 
public, whether 1 eat victuals or not ; that piece of infor- 
mation, therefore, shall be suppressed. 

My Dear is pretty well ; she will be glad to see you, 
to prescribe to you for your good, and to make you 
laugh a little for your health's sake. We join in love to 
you and Mrs. Bull. Ora pro nobis. 

Believe me to l>e, 

Your affectionate and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
26th December, 1777. 
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LETTER H. 

Dear and Reverend Sir, 

I call you dear because I love you ; and I shall con- 
tinue to stile you reverend as long as you dignify me 
with that title. It is, indeed, a pretty sounding epithet, 
and forms a striking contrast in the usual application. 
The inhabitants of the moon, (if there be any), have, 
perhaps, no idea how many reverend, right reverend, 
and most reverend sinners we have in England. And 
yet you are reverend, and I revere you, because I be- 
lieve the Lordliveth in you, and has chosen you to be a 
temple of his presence, and an instrument of his grace. 

I hope the two sermons you preached in London were 
made useful to others ; and the medicines you took there 
were useful to yourself. I am glad to hear you are safe 
at home, and something better. Cheerful spring is ap- 
proaching, then I hope the barometer of your spirits will 
rise. But the presence of the Lord can bring a plea- 
santer spring than April, and even in the depth of 
winter. That heathenish, fulsome compliment of Horace 
to Augustus, is a beautiful prayer in the mouth of a 
Christian, and has sometimes touched my heart, as if \ 
had found it in the Bible. 

" Lucem redde, tuae, dux bone, patriae ; 
Instar yens enim vultus ubi tuns 
Affulsit populo, gratior it dies 
Et soles melius intent." 

Time has been when I could say, and did say, some- 
thing like this, in my own way : — 
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" How tedious and tasteless the hoars 

When Jesus no longer I see ! 
Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet flowers 

Have lost all their sweetness with me. 
The Midsummer sun shines but dim — 

The fields strive in vain to look gay ; 
But when I am happy in him, 

December's as pleasant as May." 

At present it is January with me, both within and 
without. The outward sun shines and looks pleasant, 
but his beams are faint, and too feeble to dissolve the 
frost. So is it in my heart. I have many bright and 
pleasant beams of truth in my view, but cold predomi- 
nates in my frost-bound spirit, and they have but little 
power to warm me. I could tell a stranger something 
about Jesus, that would perhaps astonish him. Such a 
glorious person, such wonderful love, such humiliation, 
such a death. And then, what he is now in himself, 
and what he is to his people. What a Sun ! what a 
Shield ! what a Root ! what a Life ! what a Friend ! My 
tongue can run on upon these subjects sometimes, and 
could my heart keep pace with it, I should be the hap- 
piest fellow in the country. Stupid creature ! to know 
these things so well, and yet be no more affected with 
them. Indeed, I have reason to be upon ill terms with 
myself. It is strange that pride should ever find any 
thing in my experience to feed upon ; but this completes 
my character for folly, vilencss, and inconsistence, that I 
am not only poor but proud ; and though I am convinced 
I am a very wretch, as nothing before the Lord, I am 
prone to go forth among my fellow-creatures as though 
I were wise and good. 

You wonder what I am doing, and well you may. I 
am sure you would, if you lived with me. Too much of 
my time passes in busy idleness, too much in waking 
dreams. I aim at something, but hinderances from within 
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and without make it difficult for me to accomplish any 
thing. I have written three or four pages since you was 
here, in the little book I showed you. It is to be but about 
the size of a shilling pamphlet ; and if I go on as I have 
begun, it may be finished before Christmas. I dare not 
say I am absolutely idle, or that I wilfully waste much of 
my time. I think I could complete my book in five or 
six days, if I had nothing else to do ; but I have seldom 
one hour free from interruption. Letters come that must 
be answered — visitants that must be received — business 
that must be attended to. I have a good many sheep 
and lambs to look after, sick and afflicted souls dear to 
the Lord ; and therefore whatever stands still, these must 
not be neglected. Amongst these various avocations, 
night comes before I am ready for noon, and the week 
closes when, according to the state of my business, it 
should nbt be more than Tuesday. Oh precious irreco- 
verable time ! Oh that I had more wisdom in redeeming 
and improving thee ! Pray for me, that the Lord may 
teach me to serve him better. 

Mrs. Newton has been one week confined to her cham- 
ber through illness, but is pretty well again . We abound 
in mercies and causes for gratitude ; but what a shame 
and pity to make such poor returns to the Author of 
them ! I long to come to Newport to see you, but I 
believe I must wait for that pleasure till the days are a 
little longer. In the meantime you will be as welcome 
to us here, if you will trot over, as a new guinea to a 
miser's pocket. 

I am, very affectionately, yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

P. 8. Send or bring me some notes on Job. xiv. 14 ; 
w Prov. iii. 6, or any other texts. 
27th January, '78. 



y Google 



RBV. JOHN NEWTON. 7 

LETTER HI. 

Naughty Sir, 

To keep me at home four afternoons upon the tip-toe 
of expectation, and not come near me at last If you 
cannot send me a certificate, signed by the apothecary 
and churchwardens, specifying that you were too ill to 
travel, I have reason to be angry with you. But to show 
my forgiving spirit, if you will come over on Monday to 
dinner, I will give you something to eat, and your par- 
don in form. 

I am to preach (if I can) three times on Fast-day, but 
have at present fixed only upon one text, .which, for a cer- 
tain reason, I shall not mention to you at present. I send 
you, however, according to order, a text and a plan which 
I found among my old papers. I preached it about six- 
teen years ago to a congregation of about twelve, in my 
own house, sometime before I was brought into the pub- 
lic ministry. I have not time to read it over ; but if it 
may put any hints in your way, it is at your service. I 
cannot send you my present thoughts upon another text, 
for a plain reason, namely, that I am not able yet to think 
for myself; and I must receive before I can communi- 
cate. It would be mocking you to offer you drink out of 
an empty vessel. 

Since I have begun to write, I have thought perhaps 
one of my texts will be either Ps. xcvii. 1, or Ps. xcix. 1. 
The whole system of my politics is summed up in that 
one sentence, " The Lord reigneth !" I wish you would 
send me, by the bearer, some hints towards a sermon on 
it. It would be a good text if I knew how. to ma- 
nage it. 
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The times look awfully dark indeed ; and as the clouds 
grow thicker, the stupidity of the nation seems pro- 
portionally to increase. If the Lord had not a remnant 
here, I should have very formidable apprehensions. But 
he loves his children ; some are sighing and mourning 
before him, and I am sure he hears their sighs, and sees 
their tears. I trust there is mercy in store for us at the 
bottom ; but I expect a shaking time before things get 
into a right channel, before we are humbled, and are 
taught to give him the glory. The state of the nation, 
the state of the churches, both are deplorable. They 
who should be praying, or too many of them, are dis- 
puting and fighting among themselves. Alas ! how 
many professor are more concerned for the mistakes of 
government, or of the Americans, than for their own 
sins ; — when will these things end ? 

Love me, and pray for me, and come to see me, for I 
cannot come to you. With my love and Mrs. Newton's 
to you and Mrs. Bull, 

I remain, your obliged friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Olney, 24 Feb., 78. 



LETTER IV. 

Dear Sir, 

I am so monstrous busy, I have hardly time to tell 
you how sorry I am for my disappointment, and your 
illness, which was the cause of it. Indeed, I am as sorry 
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for both, as a Calvinist ought to be. It was the time 
you and I appointed for meeting ; had it been the Lord's 
time, nothing could have prevented you. I wish he may 
give yon leave to come next Monday, or any day after 
to-morrow which you please, only send word. What 
think you of it ? I have a double motive for wishing to 
see you now, because, besides having your company, it 
would be a proof you were better. 

Last Sunday afternoon we had a great personage with 
us at church. I endeavoured to persuade all the congre- 
gation to kiss him. But though I talked a whole hour 
about it, few would comply. Alas ! it was because they 
did not know him ; and though I told them who he was, 
they would not believe me. 

* * * * * * 



LETTER V. 

Dear Sir, 

When I found the morning coaches came in without 
you, 1 was not much disappointed at not meeting you at 
home, when I returned from Brickhill. I know how 
difficult it is to get away from Northampton if you are 
seen in the street after breakfast. The horseleach has 
three daughters, saying, Give, give : the cry there is, 
Preach, preach. When you have told them all, you 
must tell them more, or tell it them over again. Who- 
ever will find tongue, they will engage to find ears. Yet 
I do not blame this importunity. I wish you were teazed 
more with it in your own town; for though undoubtedly 
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there are too many both at Northampton and here whose 
religion lies too much in hearing; yet, in many, it pro- 
ceeds from a love to the truth, and to the ministers who 
dispense it. And I generally observe that they who- are 
not willing to hear a stranger (if his character be known) 
are indifferent enough about hearing their, own minister. 

Upon the whole, I was not sorry you staid, though I 
missed your company, for I hoped you would be useful ; 
and Mrs. Bull's kindness was such, as gave me no reason 
to complain of my visit. I had, however, a little pleasant 
talk with Mr. Goode* after tea. 

I would have asked you, had you been at home, to 
come o\er to-morrow. We would have given you a bit 
of dinner, provided you would have preached to us at 
night ; and I suppose Mr. Whitfordf would have thanked 
me for engaging you. We are rather upon the preach, 
preach, here, but we only want to hear those who can 
tell us about Jesus,, and stir us up to live to him. The 
bit of dinner is still at your service if you will come ; and 
whenever you will come. 

I beg you to pray for me. I am a poor creature, full 
of wants. I seem to need the wisdom of Solomou, the 
meekness of Moses, and the zeal of Paul, to enable me 
to make full proof of my ministry. But, alas I you may 
guess- the rest. 

Send me " The Way to Christ."J I am willing to be 
a debtor to the wise and unwise, to doctors and shoe- 
makers, if I can get a hint or a nota bene from any one, 

* Afterwards the Rev. John Goode, for many years minister at 
White Row Meeting, Spitalfields, London ; at this time pursuing 
his studies under the direction of Mr. Bull. 

f The Independent minister at Olney. 
i $ A treatise by Jacob Behmen. 
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without respect to parties. When a house is on fire, 
Churchmen and Dissenters, Methodists, Papists, Mora- 
vians, and Mystics, are aU welcome to bring water. At 
such times nobody asks, •• Pray friend, where do yon hear ? 
or what do you think of the five points ? 

Love and thanks to Mrs. Bull, &c, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
28IA April, 78. 



LETTER VL 

Mon Cher Monsieur Bull, 

*Hs*xWith I send my sheep's clothing, as an earnest of 
my purpose to follow it on Tuesday morning, to beg a 
breakfast with you, if the Lord permit. 

My frien'd Captain Scott will pass through Newport, 
on his way to Olney, on Tuesday. As it is possible I 
may be then engaged with my tatters; and as such 
persons as he and you must not dine with the "we 
ptokchers*'* of the Establishment, when we meet in 
Pontifical ibus, I have invited him to quarter an hour or 
two at yotir house » till I am at liberty to call for him, 
and escort him home. 

I have no doubt of a good dinner at the visitation, 
which you must not partake of ; but you shall be wel- 
come to a share of the sermon : I wish it may prove to 
your taste, substantial and savory. Above all, let us 
pray for the Saviour's promise. He can teach us to 
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profit by every thing. Under his influence, the whole 
creation, and every object, person, and event around us 
are preaching continually. 

With our love to Mrs. Bull, 

Your affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Olney, SthJune/78. 



LETTER VIL 
Mon Ami, 

I hope your visit at Bedford was pleasant to you and 
Mrs. Bull, and that you will return time enough to step 
over hither, and take leave of us before you go to London. 
Consider what a long while you are to be out of our 
reach. 

However, for fear you should not come, I send you a 
bit of a letter I received last night from Mr. Thornton, 
of Clapham. So much of it as concerns you is thus : — 

" My sister Wilberforee told me, Mr. Bull would be 
with her on the 17 th. If you have opportunity, pray 
bespeak him to come and be my chaplain on Sunday 
evening, 'and I will send for him any where about six 
o'clock, as we begin at eight." 

I hope you will accept this as a providential call. If 
you knew the man, and the church in his house, you 
would be glad to go. His family will furnish a tolerable 
congregation. Mr. T. will send the chariot for you 
where you please ; you must sup and bed there, and he 
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will return you to town. You may see him at his 
counting-house, No. 2, Church Alley, Lothbury, be- 
tween twelve and two, on Tuesdays and Fridays, or 
thither you must send your note, specifying time and 
place, for the carriage. As I apply thus early, and 
before you set out, J shall inform him that I make no 
doubt that I have engaged you for one of the two 
Sundays you are to be in town, and that you will let 
him know which. Or if you can send me word on 
Saturday, I will put it in my letter by Sunday's post. 
But I would rather see you here, if but for an hour. 

We came safely home, and all well pleased with our 
visit, and the kindness of Mr. and Mrs. Bull. You are 
now deeply in debt, and we must have your wife and 
children before we are quit. 

My Dear has been but poorly at times since she came 
home, but, upon the whole, tolerably well. Her head 
was ill when at your house, but she can carry it off 
pretty well, if not quite bad, for her spirits are naturally 
very good, which is a great mercy. Sickness is a bitter 
pill to the flesh, but good natural spirits sweeten the pill, 
if I may so say, and make it rather more palatable. 

The Lord is good ; he knows what we need, and when 
we need it ; and then have it we must and shall, whether 
it be sweet, bitter, or sour, for he will withhold no good 
thing from those who fear and love him. He weighs 
the mountains in scales, and the hills in a balance ; with 
equal accuracy he adjusts all that concerns us. Worms 
as we are, he is attentive to everything that relates to 
our peace and welfare, as though we, each of us singly, 
were the sole objects of his providential care. At the 
same time, he is providing for the lions and ravens, sup- 
porting all the ants and worms that creep upon the 
earth ; at the same time he upholds and enlightens the 
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inhabitants of the heavenly world* His eye and his 
heart are attentively fixed upon yoa and worthless me. 
Well may we say—" Who is a God like unto thee i" 

With love to Mrs. Bull, for self and partner, 

Affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Otney 1st July, '78. 



LETTER VIII. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

I know not that I have anything to say worth postage, 
though perhaps had I seen you before you set off, some- 
thing might have occurred, which will not be found in 
my letter. Yet I write a line because you bid me, and 
are now in a far foreign country, and partly because I for- 
got to tell you to ask for Mr. Crawford, when you call at 
No. 2, Church Alley, if Mr. Thornton should not just 
then be in the way. You will find Mr. Crawford a man 
to your tooth, but he is in Mr. Wesley's connexion. So 
I remember venerable Bede, after giving a high cha- 
racter of some contemporary, kicks his full pail of milk 
down, and reduces him almost to nothing, by adding, in 
the close, to this purpose : " But, unhappy man, he did 
not keep Easter our way." A fig for all connexions say 
I, and, say you, but that which is formed by the bands, 
joints, and ligaments the Apostle speaks of, Ephesians 
iv. 16, et alibi. Therefore, I venture to repeat it, that 
Mr. Crawford, though he often sees and hears Mr. 
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Wesley, and I believe loves him well, is a good man, 
and you will see the invisible mark upon his forehead if 
you examine him with your spiritual spectacles. 

Now methinks I do pity you — I see you melted with 
heat, stunned with noise. Ah ! what a change from the 
books, and bushes, and birds, and green fields to which 
you had lately access. Of old, they used to enter into 
the deserts for mortification. If I was to set myself a 
moderate penance, it might be to spend a fortnight in 
London in the height of summer. But I forget my- 
self — I hope the Lord is with you, and then all places 
are alike. He makes the dungeon and the stocks com- 
fortable, Acts xvi. Yea, a fiery furnace and a lion's den. 
A child of God in London seems to be in all these trying 
situations — But Jesus can preserve his own. I honour 
the grace of God in those few (comparatively few I 
fear), who preserve their garments, undented in that 
Sardis. The air is filled with infection, and it is by 
special power and miraculous preservation they enjoy 
spiritual health, when so many sicken and fall around 
them on the right hand and on the left. May the Lord 
preserve you from the various epidemical soul diseases 
which abound where you are, and be your comfort and 
defence from day to day. 

If you would have me write to Mr. Brown let me 
know, and it shall be done immediately. I believe I 
shall be very willing to say whatever you wished me, and 
perhaps something more. I have frequently thought of 
what you mentioned to me, and it appears to me highly 
probable, that, if the purpose is of the Lord, and what 
he designs to give a blessing to, you will be the person 
appointed. It seems a service just suited for you, and 
that you have been trained and prepared for just such a 
service. If I am mistaken there is no harm done, you 
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will not change your situation without being satisfied of 
his call, and he will not call you except your removal is 
to be for your own good and his glory. 

Last week we had a lion in town : I went to see him. 
He was wonderfully tame : as familiar with his keeper, as 
docile and obedient as a spaniel ; yet the man told me he 
had his surly fits, when they durst not touch him. No 
looking-glass could express my face more justly than this 
lion did my heart. I could trace every feature. As wild 
and fierce by nature, yea, much more so ; but grace has 
in some measure tamed me. I know and love my Keeper, 
and sometimes watch his looks, that I may learn his will. 
But, oh ! I have my surly fits too — seasons when I re- 
lapse into the savage again — as though I had forgotten 
all. I got a hymn out of this lion, which you shall see 
when you come to Olney, if you please me. J* 

I beg you to give my love to Mr. Barton.* We should 
be glad to see him here. Mrs. Newton unites with love 
to yoa : she has been ill, but is better. The Lord biess 
us all. Amen. 

I am, yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
7th July, 78. 

* A medical gentleman in London, connected with the Rev. Dr. 
Gibbon's Church, Haberdasher's Hall, near Silver-street. 
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LETTER IX. 

Dear Sib, 

I sent you a pennyworth last post: now comes another. 
Mrs. Wilberforce desires me to inform you, not only that 
she expects you at Greenwich, 1 7th, which you knew ; 
but that you are expected to preach there at the Taber- 
nacle, which perhaps you did not know ; and, further, 
that in dependance upon your coming, the people do not 
provide any body else. 

I find by Mr. Henell that you staid longer at Bedford 
than you mentioned to me. I hope it was gain to some 
there ; if so, I must pocket my loss, in not seeing you, 
patiently. 

I wish you a good day to-morrow — a good journey on 
Monday — much good while you are abroad — much com- 
fort when you return home, and shall hope to see you 
here as soon afterwards as convenient. 

Our love to Mrs, Bull ; pray for us every day, and be- 
lieve me affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Saturday Evening, July ,'7 8. 
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LETTER X. 
My Dbar Friend, 

You see I readily accept your proposal of exchanging 
another threepenny letter. As we are so soon to meet, 
I have nothing very important to communicate, and 
many things occur which might demand my time. I have 
no other plea to offer either to you or myself for writing 
again, hut because I love you. 

I hope nothing prevented your calling on Mr. Thorn- 
ton, because, from your letter, I looked on it as fixed, 
and therefore informed him you would be with him, and 
he would of course expect you ; and I take it for granted, 
Mrs. Wilberforce would not expect you till the 1 7th* 

I pity the unknown considerable minister with whom you 
smoked your morning pipe. But we must take men and 
things as we find them. And when we faU in company 
with those from whom we can get little other good, it is 
likely we shall at least find occasion for the exercise of 
patience and charity towards them, and of thankfulness 
to Him who made us to differ; and these are good 
things, though perhaps the occasion may not be pleasant. 
Indeed, a Christian, if in a right spirit, is always in his 
Lord's school, and may learn either a new lesson, or 
how to practise an old one, by every thing he sees or 
hears, provided he does not wilfully tread upon forbidden 
ground. If he were constrained to spend a day with the 
poor creatures in the common side of Newgate, though 
he could not talk with them of what God has done for 
his soul, he might be more sensible of his mercy, by the 
contrast he would observe around him. He might re- 
joice for himself, and mourn over them, and thus, per- 
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haps, get as much benefit as from the best sermon he. 
ever heard. 

It is necessary, all things taken together, to have con- 
nexion more or less with narrow-minded people. If they 
are, notwithstanding their prejudices, civil to ns, they 
have a right to some civility from ns. We may love 
them, though we cannot admire them ; and pick some- 
thing good from them ; notwithstanding we see much to 
blame. It is, perhaps, the highest triumph we can ob- 
tain over bigotry, when we are able to bear with bigots 
themselves, for they are a sort of troublesome folks, 
whom Mr. Self is often very forward to exclude from the 
comprehensive candour and tenderness which he pro- 
Jesses to exercise towards those who differ from him. 

I am glad your present home (a believer should be 
always at home) is pleasant, the rooms large and airy, 
your host and hostess kind and spiritual, and, upon the 
whole, all things as well as you could expect to find them, 
considering where yon are. I could give you much such 
an account of my usual head quarters in the city ; but 
still London is London. I do not wish you to live there, 
for my own sake as well as yours. But if the Lord 
should so appoint, I believe he can make you easy there, 
and enable me to make a tolerable shift without you. 
Yet I certainly should miss you, for excepting a friend 
about twelve miles off,* I have no person in this neigh- 
bourhood, with whom my heart so thoroughly unites in 
spirituals, though there are many whom I love. But 
conversation with most Christians is something like going 
to court, when, except you are dressed exactly according 
to a prescribed standard, you will either not be admitted, 
or must expect to be heartily stared at. But you and I 

* John Foster Barham, Esq., of Bedford, 
c2 
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can meet and converse sans contrainte, in an undress, 
without fear of offending, or being counted offenders for 
a word out of place, and not exactly in the pink of the 
mode, 

I know not how it is, I think my sentiments and ex- 
perience are as orthodox and Calvinistical as need be, 
and yet I am a sort of speckled bird among my Calvin- 
istic brethren. I am a mighty good Churchman, but 
pass amongst such as a Dissenter m principle. On the 
other hand, the Dissenters (many of them I mean) think 
me defective, either in understanding or in conscience, 
by staying where I am, while there is a middle party 
called Methodists, but neither do my dimensions exactly 
fit with them. I am somehow disqualified for claiming 
a full brotherhood with any party ; but there are a few 
among all parties who bear with me, and love me, and 
with this I must be content at present. But so far as 
they love the Lord Jesus Christ, I desire, and by his 
grace, I determine (with or without their leave), to love 
them all. Party walls, though stronger than the walls of 
Babylon, must come down in the general ruin, when the 
earth and all its works shall be burned up, if no sooner. 
The Lord helped me through another of his golden 
privileged days. He enables me to speak, I hope, a 
little to the purpose. I wish I could feel more of the 
truths I propose to others. But he has wise reasons for 
keeping me short. He will do what is best for us all. 

Mrs. Newton has had a whole week of tolerable 
health ; help me to praise Him. We join in love. 

I am sincerely yours, 

JOHN NEWTON, 

13th July. 
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LETTER XI. 
My Dear Friend, 

I thank you for your last threepenny worth. I rate it 
rather by the price it cost me, than by the value I set 
upon it. I did not intend to tax you any farther, but 
thought it might not be amiss for you to know that this 
post carries one from me to Mr. Brewer.* I shall not 
tell you what I said to him. I intimated you were in 
London, but said nothing where you lodged, as it might 
have led him to suppose that I wrote by your express 
desire. 

I suppose you will see him either at Pinner's Hall 
Cathedral, or at the Spiritual Bee-hive, vulgariter dictum, 
Cole's Coffee House {quod agmen ! qua Apes /) I have 
acted very disinterestedly in this business, for had I con- 
salted the feelings of self, I should rather have tried to 
prevent than to forward your removal from Newport. 

I was with you Thursday and yesterday at Greenwich. 
I thought you seemed tolerably happy, and that it pleased 
your very heart to see so much simplicity and spirituality 
in a lady of fortune. f It is not wealth, but the love of 
it, and the pride of it, which are hurtful to professors. 
I know several persons of distinction, who are as eminent 
for humility and devotedness to God, as for their rank in 
life. And, through mercy, I have no intimacy with any 
in a line of life above me but what I think are such. It 
is the triumph of grace to make the rich humble, and 

* Rev. W. Brewer, of Stepney. 

f Mrs. Wilberforce, sister to J. Thornton, Esq., and aunt to 
the late W. Wilberforce, Esq. 
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the poor thankful. Oh, the gospel is an admirable expe- 
dient, a panchreston, equally suited to every condition of 
life, a universal cordial, a sovereign antidote : they who 
truly receive it are qualified to live in every situation to 
which the Lord in his providence appoints them ; though 
the air be infected, and thousands fall around them, they 
shall flourish, for the grace of their Lord is always suf- 
ficient for them, and the truths upon which they feed 
keep them from being either elated by prosperity, 
or depressed unduly by trials. Everywhere, and in all 
things, they are instructed. They hear the voice of then- 
Beloved, are guided by his eye, animated by his example, 
and cheered by his presence. 

I shall endeavour to meet yon to-morrow night at 
Clapham,* for I think you will be there. The Lord make 
it a favoured opportunity. 

I love you a little better than I did, because you know 
and love Dr. Conyers. I am not fond of making com- 
parisons between ministers, and yet am almost constrained 
to set him at the head, as the first of " the first three ** 
of our line. But I should not do so, upon the account of 
his gifts as a minister, if I did not know he is Kttle in his 
own eyes. I estimate a minister's character from com- 
bining what he is in the pulpit, with what he is when out 
of it ; and they stand highest upon my scale, whose con- 
duct is most expressive of the doctrines they preach. 

If we cannot attain to "the first three," or to be 
ranked among " the thirty," still it is a mercy to be on 
the Lord's side, and to be honoured with an employment 
in his family, though in a lower place, so we may but be 
enabled to say, I do a little for him, and to feed a few of 
the weakest and poorest of his children, for his sake. 

* The residence of Mr. Thornton. 
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Especially ought I to think so, who was before a blas- 
phemer and a reviler. That I, who once deliberately 
renounced him, despised his blood, and crucified him 
afresh, that I should be redeemed and saved from the 
wilds of Africa, and put in trust with the blessed gospel, 
— this was mercy indeed. I am ready to say — 

" The first archangel never saw 
So much of grace before." 

And yet I am not duly affected with it. Oh stupid, cold 
creature, to be no more humbled, no more thankful. 
But time flies— other things call me, and I must say, 
farewell. Come and see us as soon as possible after 
your return. We join in love. 

I am sincerely yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Olney, \8thJuly, 1778. 



LETTER XII. 

My Dbab Sik, 

I was glad to hear that you were again within a few 
miles of me, and I would praise the Lord who led you 
out and brought you back in safety, and preserved all in 
peace while you were abroad, so that you found nothing 
very painful to embitter your return. Many go abroad 
wtU, but return no more. The affectionate wife, the 
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prattling children listen for the Well-known Bound of 
Papa's foot at the door, bat they listen in vain. A fall 
or a fever has intercepted him, and he is gone far, 
far away. Some leave all well when they go from 
home, but how changed ! how trying the scene, when 
they come back 1 In their absence the Lord has taken 
away the desire of their eyes with a stroke, or, perhaps, 
ruffians have plundered and murdered their family in the 
dead of the night, or the fire devoured their habitation. 

Ah, how large and various is the list of evils and cala- 
mities with which sin has filled the world ! — You and I, 
and ours, escape them ; we stand, though on a field of 
battle where thousands fall around us, because the Lord is 
pleased to help us. May He have the praise, and may 
we only live, to love and serve him. 

My Dear has been ill, very ill, and my heart often 
much pained while you have been absent ; but the Lord 
has removed his hand. — She is much better, and I hope 
she will be seen in his house to-morrow. I have few 
trials in my own person ; but when the Lord afflicts her, 
I feel it. It is a mercy that He has made us one; but it 
exposes us to many a pain which we might have missed 
if we cared but little for each other. Alas! there is 
usually an ounce of the golden calf of idolatry and de- 
pendance in all the warm regard we bear to creatures, 
Hinc ilia lacrynue. For this reason our sharpest trials 
usually spring from our most valued comforts. 

I cannot come to you, therefore you must come hither 
speedily. Be sure to bring Mr. Barton with you; I 
shall be very glad to see him, and I long to thank him 
for clothing my book. It looks well on the outside, and 
I hope to find it sound and savoury. I love the author, 
and that is a step towards liking the book; for where 
we love we are generally tender, and favourably take 
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everything by the best handle, and are vastly foil of 
candour : but if we are prejudiced against the man, the 
poor book is half condemned before we open it. It had 
need be written well, for it will be read with a suspicious 
eye, as if we wished to find treason in every page. 

I am glad I diverted and profited you by calling £tm *<* s* 
a speckled bird. I can tell you such a bird in this day 
— that wears the full colour of no sect or party, is vara 
avis — if not quite so scarce as the phoenix, yet to be met 
with but here and there. It is impossible I should be all 
of a colour, when I have been a debtor to all sorts, and, 
like the jay in the fable, have been beholden to most of 
the birds in the air for a feather or two. Church and 
Meeting, Methodist and Moravian, may all perceive some- 
thing in my coat taken from them. None of them are 
angry with me for borrowing from them ; but then, why 
could I not be content with their colour, without going 
amongst other flocks and coveys, to make myself such a 
motley figure ? Let them be. angry : if I have culled the 
best feathers from all, then surely I am finer than any. 

" Populus me sibilat, at mihi plaudo, 
Ipse domi." 

Love to Mrs. Boll, Mr. Barton — the young ones. The 
Lord bless you all. My Dear says, Amen. 

I am sincerely yours, 

# JOHN NEWTON. 

«%, '78. 



Mr. Rowlanu Hill will be here on Monday. If agree- 
able to you and Mr. Barton to come and dine with him, 
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you will find some roast beef and a hearty welcome. Yon 
may tell it at Newport, and publish it at Lathbury, that 
the celebrated and original Mr. Rowley Hill will preach 
at Olney church, on Monday evening, at half-past six. 



LETTER XIII. 
Dbab Sib, 

I follow you with a line, first, to thank you and Mr. 
Barton for your visit ; second, to tell you I do not come 
on Friday ; third, to inform you that I hope to be with 
you on Monday, and shall bring Mr. Scott* in my hand, 
(provided it is walkable weather) ; fourth, to desire your 
daily prayers for us ; fifth, to beg you to remember us to 
Mr. and Mrs. Barton and Mrs. Bull. 

Possibly this will find you over head and ears in Mr. 
Sterry. I remember I liked what I could understand of 
it, fifteen or sixteen years ago ; but know not whether I 
have read a page in it since I came to Olney. 

Believe me to be affectionately yours, 

JOHN frEWTON. 

Olney, Tuesday, 28th July, '78. 

* The Rev. Thomas Scott, the Commentator. 
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LETTER XIV. 
Dear Mr. Bull, 

What a calf am I ! You mentioned preaching here 
to-morrow, and I had not wit enough to say, Be sure you 
dine with us. My heart positively meant it, though my 
head (which is often wool-gathering) missed the nick of 
telling you so. I committed the fault, and you must pay 
the penny. 

Is it ever right to look a gift horse in the mouth ? If 
yon think it will hear, please to tell Mr. Barton (another 
business my wise head forgot) that his half-guinea looked 
well, but when weighed in the balances was found too | 
light — sad emblem, I fear, of the case of too many pro- 



We arrived safe and well at home. No rain when we 
walked, though it marched before us and threatened our 
rear. It was a hot evening, and we seemed fatigued, so 
that we had not much pretty chat. We all agreed in the 
judgment we formed of our visit, that it had been very 
pleasant, our friends very kind, and that we ought to go 
to bed very thankful. 

When you are with the King, and are getting good 
for yourself, speak a word for me and mine. I have rea- 
Bon to think you see him oftener, and have nearer access 
to him than myself. Indeed, I am unworthy to look at 
him, or to speak to him at all, much more that he should 
speak tenderly to me ; yet I am not wholly without his 
notice : he supplies all my wants, and I live under his 
protection. My enemies see his Royal arms over my 
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door, and dare not enter. Were I detached from him 
for a moment, in that moment they would make an end 
of me. 

Love to Mr. and Mrs. Bull, Mr. and Mrs. Barton, 
and all in your house. 

I am, as I ought to he, your affectionate and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
My birth-day, 4th August, '78. 



LETTER XV. 
Bucks to wit, 

You are hereby required and enjoined to appear per- 
sonally at our episcopal seat in Olney, on the present 
Wednesday, 19th August, to dine with the Rev. Henry 
Venn,* and with us. And hereof you are not to fail. 

Given at our den — die supra dicto. 

JOHN NEWTON. 

To the Rev. William Bull. 

Read to-morrow. 

You receive it Tuesday night. 

* Vicar of Huddersfield. 
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LETTER XVI. 
Dear Sir, 

If the Lord affords health— if the weather he tolerable 
— if no unforeseen change takes place — if no company 
comes in upon me to-night (which sometimes unexpect- 
edly happens), with these provisos Mr. Scott and I have 
engaged to travel to Newport on Monday next, and hope 
to be with you by or before eleven o'clock. 

In such a precarious world, it is needful to form our 
plans at two days' distance, with precautions and ex- 
ceptions, James iv. 13. However, if it be the Lord's 
will to bring us together, and if the purposed interview 
be for his glory and our good, then I am sure nothing 
shall prevent it. And who in his right wits would wish 
to visit or be visited upon any other terms ? Or, if we 
could but be pleased with His will, we might be pleased 
from morning to night, and every day in the year. 

I have sent the book, and marked the hymns. Love 
to Mrs. Bull. 

Pray for a blessing upon our coming together. It 
would be a pity to walk ten miles to pick straws, or to 
come with our empty vessels upon our heads, saying, We 
have found no water. Love to Mrs. Bull. Adieu. 

Yours, 

J. NEWTON. 

Saturday Morning, August, '78. 
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LETTER XVII. 
My Dbar Fribnd, 

If the Lord please, we go to-morrow to Stan wick; re- 
turn on Saturday. I was unwilling not to leave a line to 
tell you that we sympathise with you and Mrs. Bull in 
your trial.* But, at the same time, I rejoice exceedingly 
in the Lord's goodness, enabling you to be resigned and 
satisfied with his will, maugre all the feelings and pinch- 
ings of flesh and blood. Had the child lived, the 
warmest desires of a parent's heart for him could only 
have been, that he might at last have arrived to that 
rest and happiness, to which the Lord has now brought 
him by a shorter cut. Saving thereby Mm from many 
troubles, and you from some occasional heartaches, which 
must otherwise have been experienced. If you can now 
believe and say, " He does all things well," with what 
transport would you say it, if the whole plan of his wis- 
dom and love was unfolded to your view ? He will con- 
descend to unfold it to you hereafter, and it will fill you 
with admiration. Your tender plant is now housed, out of 
the reach of storms. It is a consummation, if not de- 
voutly to be wished, (for we are not worthy or able to 
judge for ourselves), yet to be cordially rejoiced in, when 
the Lord, who careth for us, intimates his will by the 
event. 

What a blessing to be a Christian, — to have a hiding 
place and a resting place always at hand ! To be assured 
that all things work for our good, and that our compas- 
sionate Shepherd has his eye always upon us, to support 

* The death of an infant. 
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and to relieve. The flesh will feel, but faith and prayer 
will lighten the burden, and heal the wound. Daily your 
sense of the Lord's goodness will increase, and the sense 
of pain will abate, so that you will have less sorrow, and 
more joy, from day to day. 

Mr. Barhatn was here yesterday ; he returned in the 
ereaing. I told him your case, and showed him your' 
letter, so that if Mr. Venn should be at Bedford to meet 
you this morning, he will have your excuse ready. 

Mr. Jones* has taken his flight Bristol-ward for a 
while; has sent a deputy to Clifton, by name Page, 
whom I have but looked at yet. Mrs. Jones set off on 
Wednesday. So, instead of visiting Clifton, you are to 
double your visits to us. I shall look for you soon after 
our return. 

The Lord favoured us with a tolerable day yesterday, 
and I hope he was in the midst of us, yet, upon the 
whole, we have but slack times. Oh for a revival, a day 
of Pentecost, a visible accomplishment of that gracious 
promise, Ezekiel xxxiv. 16 ! I trust my soul desires it ; 
but, alas ! my desires are faint and cold. My subjects 
yesterday were, forenoon, Ps. cxlii. 1, 2 ; afternoon, 
1 Cor. x. 12, a watch word. In the evening, a hymn f- 
about the sheep and the Shepherd, how he dwells among 
them, and they lie around in safety at his feet. They are 
surrounded by wolves, visible and invisible — these growl 
and thirst for blood ; but the Shepherd's eye controls 
tbtm. He stands and feeds his sheep in the strength of 
the Lord, and in the midst of their enemies, who grudge 
and snarl, but cannot prevail against the sheep, helpless 
as they are, because the Lord is their Shepherd. 

* Rev. Thomas Jones, of Clifton, near Olney, one of the six 
•tedents expelled from Oxford. 
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" The bull can fight, the hare can flee, 
The ants in summer food prepare ; 
But helpless sheep (and such are we) 
Depend upon the Shepherd's care." 

Through mercy my Dear's health is much restored. 
The maids are likewise better, and we were all able to 
appear in His house yesterday. We send love and best 
wishes to you both. 

Pray for your poor friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Olney, 7th Sept., '78, Monday. 



LETTER XVIII. 

My Dear Friend, 

I have been witness to a great and important revolu- 
tion this morning, which took place while the greatest; 
part of the world was asleep. Like many state revolu- 
tions, its first beginnings were almost undiscernible ; but 
the progress, though gradual, was steady, and the event 
decisive, A while ago, darkness reigned. Had a man 
then dropped for the first time into our world, he might 
have thought himself banished into a hopeless dungeon* 
How could he expect light to rise out of such a state ? 
And when he saw the first glimmering of dawn in the 
east, how could he promise himself that it was the fore- 
runner of such a glorious sun as has since risen ! With 
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what wonder would such a new comer observe the bounds 
of his view enlarging, and the distinctness of objects in- 
creasing, from one minute to another: and how well con- 
tent would he be to part with the twinklings of the stars, 
when he had the broad day all around him in exchange ! 
I cannot say this revolution is extraordinary, because it 
happens every morning ; but surely it is astonishing, or 
rather it would be so, if man was not astonishingly stupid. 

Such strangers once were we. Darkness, gross dark- 
ness, covered us : how confined . were our views ! and 
even the things which were within our reach we could 
not distinguish. Little did we then think what a glo- 
rious day we were appointed to see — what an unbounded 
prospect would, ere long, open before us. We knew not 
that there was a Sun of righteousness, and that he would 
dawn and rise and shine upon our hearts. And as the 
idea of what we see now was hidden from us, so at pre- 
sent we are almost equally at a loss how to form any 
conception of the stronger light and brighter prospects 
which we wait and hope ior. Comparatively we are in 
the dark still ; at the most we have but a dim twilight, 
and see nothing clearly; but it is the dawn of immortality, 
and a sure presage and earnest of glory. 

Thus, at times, it seems a darkness that may be felt 
broods over your natural spirits. But when the Day-star 
arises upon your heart, you see and rejoice in his light — 
you have days as well as nights ; and, after a few more 
vicissitudes, you will take your flight to the regions of 
everlasting light, where your sun will go down no more. 
Happy you, and happy me, if I shall meet you there, as I 
trost I shall. How shall we love, and sing, and wonder, 
and praise the Saviour's name ! 

Last Sunday a young man died here of extreme old 
age at twenty-five. He laboured hard to ruin a good 

D 
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constitution, and unhappily succeeded, yet amused him- 
self with the hopes of recovery almost to the last. We 
have a sad knot of such poor creatures in this place, who 
lahour to stifle each other's convictions, and to ruin them- 
selves and associates, soul and body. How industriously 
is Satan served ! I was formerly one of his most active 
under- tempters. Not content with running the broad 
way myself, I was indefatigable in enticing others; and 
had my influence been equal to my wishes, I would have 
carried all the human race with me. And doubtless some 
have perished, to whose destruction I was greatly instru- 
mental, by tempting them to sin, and by poisoning and 
hardening them with principles of infidelity ; and yet I 
was spared ! When I think of the most with whom I 
spent my unhappy days of ignorance, I am ready to say, 
I only am escaped alive to tell thee. — Surely I have not 
half the activity and zeal in the service of Him who 
snatched me as a brand from the burning, that I had in 
the service of his enemy. Then the whole stream of my 
endeavours and affections went one way : now my best 
desires are continually crossed, counteracted, and spoiled, 
by the sin which dwelleth in me. Then the tide of a cor- 
rupt nature bore me along : now I have to strive and 
swim against it. The Lord cut me short of opportuni- 
ties, and placed me where I could do but little mischief ; 
but had my •abilities and occasions been equal to my 
heart, I should have been a Voltaire and a Tiberius in one 
character — a monster of profaneness and licentiousness. 
•• Oh to grace how great a debtor !" A common drunkard 
or profligate, is a petty sinner to what I was. I .had the 
ambition of a Caesar or an Alexander, and wanted to rank 
in wickedness among the foremost of the human race. 
When you have read this, praise the Lord for his mercy 
to the chief of sinners, and pray that I may have grace to 
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fee faithful. But I hare rambled. I meant to tell yon, 
that on Sunday afternoon I preached from Why will ye 
4b? Ezek. xxxni. 10, 11. I endeavoured to show poor 
sinners, that if they died it was because they would, and 
if they would they must. I was much affected ; for a time 
I could hardly speak for weeping, and some wept with 
me. From some, alas, I can no more draw a tear or a 
relenting thought than from a millstone. 

You bid me either write or come. Come, I cannot ; 
and therefore I obey you in the alternative. Partly, 
because it is my bounden duty to obey Mr. Bull ; and 
partly to coax you out of a letter, which will be very 
acceptable, especially if it be a good long one. The 
Lord has watched over us night and day since you were 
here, and we are in health and peace. We join in love 
to you and Mrs. Bull. Come and see us as soon and 
as often as you can, and always think of me, and pray 
for me, as your very affectionate friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
O&uty, 21th October, '-78. 



LETTER XIX. 

Mr dear Friend, 

It is now my turn to speak, bat my speech must be a 

short one. If you please, you may make your reply, 

viv4 voce, provided you come soon. But I do not wish 

for you on Wednesday, because I go early in the 

d2 
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afternoon to Weston, where I am to preach in the even** 
ing. Suppose you trot over on Friday ? 

You are a better expositor of Scripture than of my 
speeches, if you really inferred from my last that I think 
you shall die soon. I cannot say positively you will not 
die soon, because life is at all times uncertain ; however, 
according to the doctrine of probabilities, I think — and 
always thought — you bid fair to outlive me. The gloomy 
tinge of your weak spirits, leads you to consider your- 
self much worse in point of health than you appear to 
me to be. 

In the other point I dare be more positive that, die 
when you will, you will die in the Lord. Of this I have 
not the least doubt ; and I believe you doubt of it less, 
if possible, than I, except in those darker moments when 
the atrabilious humour prevails. 

I heartily sympathize with you in your complaints, 
but I see you in safe hands. The Lord loves you, and 
will take care of you. He who raises the dead can revive 
your spirits when you are cast down. He who sets 
bounds to the sea, and says '• Hitherto shalt thou come, 
and no further," can limit and moderate that gloom 
which sometimes distresses you. He knows why he per- 
mits you to be thus exercised. I cannot assign the 
reasons, but I am sure they are worthy of his wisdom 
and love, and that you will hereafter see and say, '• He 
has done all things well." If I was as wise as your 
philosopher, I might say a great deal about a melan- 
choly complexion ; but I love not to puzzle myself with 
second causes, while the First Cause is at hand, which 
sufficiently accounts for every phenomenon in a believer's 
experience. Your constitution, your situation, your' 
temper, your distemper, all that is either comfortable or 
painful in your lot, is of his appointment. The hairs of 
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your head are a]} numbered; the same power which 
produced the planet Jupiter, is necessary to the produc- 
tion of a single hair ; nor can one of them fall to the 
ground without his notice, any more than the stars can 
fall from their orbits. In providence, no less than in 
creation, he is maximus in minimis. Therefore, fear not, 
only believe. Our sea may sometimes be stormy ; but 
we have an infallible Pilot, and shall infallibly gain our 
port. 

I must now end my speech, and begin my supper. We 
wish you and Mrs. Bull a good night. The Lord be 
with you, and with your poor Mend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Olney, 2 Nov. '78. 



LETTER XX. 
My dear Friend, 

I took it for granted, a summons to Bedford pre- 
vented me the pleasure of seeing you at the time fixed. 
I have since heard of Mr. Palmer's* dismission from this 
state of sin and pain. Though old people must die, the 
stroke will be felt by near friends whenever- it comes. 
But the loss of those who die in the Lord should not be 
long or deeply mourned. They are gone a little before 
.lis, and we hope to meet them soon again, and upon far 
better terms, when there will be no abatement of joy, and 

* Mr. Bull's father-in-law. 
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when joy shall have no end. You have told Mrs. Bnfil 
to this purpose already, tell her so now from me, and 
that I hope Jesus, the everlasting Father, who never 
dies, will comfort and bless her under all changes and 
events. 

I hope your weak spirits, strengthened by the great 
and good Spirit of the Lord, have happily surmounted 
what you have lately had to go through, and that you 
rejoice to think that in less than a hundred years your 
turn will come to go and see your Beloved, and that in 
the mean time you will preach, and act, and speak for 
him as much as possible. When will you come and tell 
me something about him ? Let me expect you on Friday, 
or any day but Wednesday, because I shall then be at 
Weston. My Dear is tolerably well at present, but 
sometimes complaining a little ; I should say, ailing ; for I 
hope she is sensible she has no reason to complain. I 
write in great haste. Adieu ; the Lord bless you. 

I am yours entirely, 

JOHN NEWTON. 



LETTER XXI. 

My dear Friend, 

Your letters are always welcome, — the last doubly so 
for being unexpected. If you never heard before, of a 
line of yours being useful, I will tell you for once, that I» 
get some pleasure and instruction whenever you write 
to me. And I see not but your call to letter writing is 
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as clear as mine, at least when yon are able to put pen 

to paper. 

I mast say something to your queries about 2 Samuel 
xiv. I do not approve of the scholastic distinctions 
about Inspiration, which seem to have a tendency to ex- 
plain away the authority and certainty of one half of the 
Bible at least. Though the penmen of Scripture were 
ever so well informed of some facts, they would, as you 
observe, need express, full, and infallible inspiration to 
teach them, which the Lord would have selected and 
recorded for the use of the church, amongst many others 
which to themselves might appear equally important. 

However, with respect to historical passages, I dare 
not pronounce positively that any of them are, even in 
the literal sense, unworthy of the wisdom of the Holy 
Ghost, and the dignity of Inspiration. Some, yea many 
of them, have often appeared trivial to me ; but I check 
the thought, and charge it to my own ignorance and 
temerity. It must have some importance, because I 
read it in God's book. On the other hand, though I 
will not deny that they may all have a spiritual and mys- 
tical sense, (for I am no more qualified to judge of the 
deep things of the mind of the Spirit, than to tell you 
what is passing at this moment at the bottom of the sea) ; 
yet if, with my present modicum of light, I should un- 
dertake to expound many passages in a mystical sense, 
I fear such a judge as you would think my interpretations 
fanciful, and not well supported. I suppose I should 
have thought the Bible complete, though it had not in- 
formed me of the death of Rebekah's nurse, or where 
Bhe was buried. But some tell me that Deborah is the 
law, and that by the oak I am to understand the cross of 
Christ ; and I remember to have heard of a preacher who 
discovered a type of Christ crucified in Absalom hang- 
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ing by his hair in an oak. I am quite a mole, when 
compared with these eagle-eyed divines, and must often 
content myself with plodding upon the lower ground 
of accommodation and allusion, except when the New 
Testament writers assure me what the mind of the Holy 
Ghost was. I can find the gospel with more confidence 
in the history of Sarah and Hagar, than in that of Leah 
and Rachel ; though without Paul's help, I should have 
considered them both as family squabbles, recorded 
chiefly to illustrate the general truth, that vanity and 
vexation of spirit are incident to the best men in the 
most favoured situations ; and I think there is no part of 
Old Testament history from which I could not (the 
Lord helping me) draw observations that might be suit- 
able to the pulpit, and profitable to his people. So I 
might, perhaps, from Livy or Tacitus. But then, with 
the Bible in my hands, I go upon sure grounds. I am 
certain of the facts I speak from, that they really did 
happen. I may likewise depend upon the springs and 
motives of actions, and not amuse myself and my hearers 
with speeches which were never spoken, and motives 
which were never thought of, till the historian rummaged 
his pericranium for something to embellish his work. I 
doubt not, but were you to consider Joab's courtly- 
conduct only in a literal sense, how it tallied with 
David's desire, and how gravely and graciously he 
granted himself a favour while he professed to oblige 
Joab. I say in this view you would be able to illustrate 
many important scriptural doctrines, and to show that 
the passage is important to those who are engaged in 
studying the anatomy of the human heart. 

But sat verbum sapient i. I have said enough or too 
much. I could, after all, preach very willingly upon 
God's devising means to bring his banished home again, 
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and take occasion to lisp my poor views of that mys- 
terious and adorable contrivance, without taking upon 
me to say that either Joab or the woman of Tekoa thought 
of the gospel when they cooked up that affair between 
them, or that even it was the express design of the Holy 
Ghost, in the place. These points are always true, and 
always to be remembered, asserted, and repeated : — 
1st. That man, by the entrance of sin, is a banished 
creature, driven far away from God, from righ- 
teousness, from happiness. 
2nd. That he must have remained in this state of 
banishment for ever, if God had not devised to 
bring him home again. 
3rd. That these means are worthy the Divine con- 
triver, full of glory, holiness, wisdom, and effi- 
cacy ; ergo, 
4th. Man, who was far off, is by faith actually 
restored and brought nigh by Jesus Christ. 
Had it not been for Joab's courtly conduct, we should 
not have been favoured with this expression, so apt and 
suitable for the basis of a gospel sermon ; nor could I 
have been gratified with your thoughts upon the subject, 
or have had the pleasure of presenting you with mine. 

I am sorry for your bodily complaints, but hope I 
may ascribe a part of them to low spirits ; I am there- 
fore unwilling to think you so bad as you think yourself. 
We are pretty well. Love to Mrs. Bull. 

Believe me most sincerely yours, 

JOHN NEWTON, 
Write and come as often as you can, 
15 Dec. '78, 
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P.S. Absalom bad assassinated Amnon, and David 
knew he deserved to die. Yet he desired to recall ana 
pardon him. But he was sensible it was wrong, ana 
therefore ashamed to avow his wish openly. Joab, like 
a true courtier, flattered his weakness by seeming to 
take it upon himself. Absalom's return issued in his 
destruction, and caused David much trouble; he was 
driven from Jerusalem, etc. In this connexion, I think 
chap, xiv, considered as a history, is very important 
and instructive, and worthy a place in a book Divinely 
inspired. 



LETTER XXII. 

Dbar Sir, 

I shall expect you with earnestness on Tuesday, and 
I hope the weather, and especially illness, will not prevent 
you ; and I beg you not to listen too much to that low- 
ness of spirits which would persuade you, I suppose, to 
confine yourself always at home ; because I am satisfied, 
that when you can muster strength to withstand this 
depressing, discouraging solicitation, and force yourself 
to ride and chat with some friend, you take the best 
course for relief ; and, among all the friends you may 
think of treating with your company on such occasions, 
be sure none will be more glad to.receive you than your 
friend at the Vicarage, Olney, Bucks. 

" Hand ignara mali, miseris succurrere disco." 

I think my feelings will warrant me to make that line 
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my own. The Lord has been pleased to pat some 
grains of sympathy into my constitution ; and the turns 
of life I have passed through have not been unuseful to 
give me some apprehension what impression afflictions 
make upon other people. It is true, I have not been 
much exercised wkh nervous complaints myself, but my 
situation here has afforded me a sort of second-hand 
experience of this kind, for I have lived almost fourteen 
years among a people dear to my heart, many of whom, 
to their other various trials, have that of a delicate and 
agitated nervous texture superadded, (owing in great 
measure, I suppose, to their sedentary and confined 
occupations,) which has given much scope to my observ- 
ation and compassion. I understand something of your 
complaint, and know how to pity you ; but, since you 
say all is well, and shall be well — since you are in the 
wise and merciful hands of One who prescribes for you 
with unerring wisdom, and has unspeakably more ten- 
derness than can be found in all human hearts taken 
together, I shall sorrow for you as though I sorrowed 
not ; and I hope you will do the same for yourself. He 
weighs all your dispensations with consummate accuracy, 
and you shall not have a single grain of trouble more, 
not for a single moment longer, than he will enable you 
to bear, and will sanctify to your good. 

As to our death, let it suffice us that it is precious in 
his sight. The how, the when, the where— every cir- 
cumstance, is already planned by infinite wisdom and 
love. Satan may suggest, the hour will be terrible; 
but Jesus promises to be with us to lead us through the 
dark valley; and when we come to the brink of the 
river, I trust we shall find the ark there before us, to 
keep the waters down. 

I have been preaching from a text to-night which I 
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recommend as a suitable cordial for you in your present 
situation, Isa. xli. 17, "When the poor and needy seek 
water/' etc. May the Lord himself apply and fulfil it to 
your comfort. Meditate upon it till you come, and then 
tell me more of it than I have been able to speak about 
it, which you may easily do, for I have only skimmed 
upon the surface and edge of what has neither bottom 
nor bound. 

I am running on as if you were on the other side of 
the Atlantic, or as though I had given up the hope of 
seeing you so soon as Tuesday. Come, if possible. I 
will endeavour to be alone, and will no more blab my 
expectation of your company, than I would if I had 
found a pot of honey, and was afraid of my neighbours 
breaking in upon me for a share. 

Mrs. Newton joins in love, and will be glad to receive 
you, and will excuse you if you should be but poorly. 
Our respects to Mrs. Bull. The rest when we meet* 
May the Lord come with you, then it will be a good 
visit. 

I am affectionately and sincerely your friend, brother, 
and servant, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
OIney, 18 Dec, '78, nine in the evening. 
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LETTER XXIII. 
Mt dear Friend, 

You say you hate controversy, so do I ; and therefore 
I beg nothing that passes between you and me, in our 
friendly researches after truth, may be included under so 
frightful a name. You and I may propose, debate, and 
sometimes differ, but I think it unlikely that we should 
ever dispute. 

I am glad the fever is gone ; hope the sore throat has 
followed it before now ; that all dark, unpleasant 
thoughts will vanish like mists before the midsummer 
sun, and that you will have a cheerful Christmas, a com- 
fortable close of the old year, and a happy entrance 
upon the new, 

I have not yet time to think of Christmas texts for 
this year, but I send you two old ones, if you can pick a 
hint or two it is well, and I and my hints will be 
honoured. I could say something about sending coals 
to Newcastle, but it is my duty to obey your orders 
without presuming to tell you they are improper. My 
Dear was very ill, indeed, last Wednesday night. After 
suffering about eight hours, the Lord relieved her. It 
seemed to me as if it might have been fatal in eight 
more. What a mercy to have an infallible Physician 
always within call, always in the house ! Oh ! what a pre* 
cious present help in trouble. Help us to praise him. 
She is tolerable, but has not yet recovered the shock. 
She thanks you and Mrs, Bull for your love and re- 
turns it. 
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Adieu, in great haste, bat always your most affec- 
tionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Dec. 22. 

Mr. Robinson is gone, and I cannot come. 



LETTER XXJV. 
Dbar Sir, 

Thank yon for the dish which yon sent me in your 
last, I hashed it up my own way, and set it before my 
people on Christmas morning, and hope eome of them 
fed heartily upon it. In the evening I preached from 
John x. 10. 

What have you for New year's day ? I am not yet 
provided for the old folks in the forenoon. To the 
youth in the evening I think to preach from Jer. iii„ 1 9. 
Chiefly to resolve the difficulty which occurs in putting 
sinners amongst the children, considering them 1. as 
guilty — 2. as obstinate. Sovereign grace alone could 
surmount these difficulties. Grace has provided a 
Saviour to take away the guilt, and the agency of the 
Holy Spirit to overcome the obstinacy, to give ground, 
liberty, and power to call God, Father : then all is easy. 
This is the principal thought I have in view. Pray for 
me, that I may open my mouth to speak boldly, plainly, 
affectionately, and successfully. We are tolerably well. 
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We wish you, and Mrs. Boll, a comfortable close of this 
year, and a happy entrance upon the next. And so 
with our joint love we bid you hearty farewell. 

Yours in the best bonds, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
29th Dec. Even. 

You must not tell the bearer, or any body else, what 
my text will be. This is always a profound secret in 
Olney till the moment of explosion. 

Saturday Morning. 



LETTER XXV. 
My dear Mr. B. 

Mrs. Wilberforcb has written that she sleeps at 
Dunstable, and will not be here till Wednesday afternoon. 
I thought you would like to know this. 

My Dear is ill again, a most violent pain in her head 
has lasted about thirty hours and, still continues. Pray 
for her ; I wish you not to expect me either Tuesday or 
Wednesday. Mr. Scott and his wife are both very ill 
of a putrid fever. He caught it by attendance on the 
sick poor. A noble wound ! Shall soldiers risk their 
lives, and stand as a mark for great guns, for sixpence 
a day, or for the word honour ? and is it not worth ven- 
turing something in imitation of Him who went about 
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doing good, and when the good we aim at is for his 
sake? However, by his illness, and while it remains, 
I shall be confined at home that I may be within his 
call. 

Love to Mrs. Bull. I am in great haste, and with 
great sincerity, 

Your affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 



LETTER XXVI. 

My Dear Friend, 

On Saturday, and not before, I heard you had been ill. 
Had the news reached me sooner, I should have sent you 
a line sooner. I hope you will be able to inform me that 
you are now better, and that the Lord continues to do 
you good by every dispensation he allots you. Healing 
and wounding are equally from his hand, and equally 
tokens. of his love and care over us. I have but little 
affliction in my own person, but I have been often chast- 
ened of late by proxy. The Lord, for his people's sake, 
is still pleased to give me health and strength for public 
service ; but when I need the rod, he brings it upon 
Mrs. Newton. In this way I have felt much without 
being disabled or laid aside. But he has heard prayer 
for her likewise, and for more than a fortnight past she 
has been comfortably well. I lay at least one half of her 
sickness to my own account. She suffers for me, and I 
through her. It is indeed touching me in a tender part. 
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Perhaps if / could be more wise, watchful, and humble, 
it might contribute more to the establishment of her 
health than all the medicines she takes. 

In the midst of many interruptions and engagements, 
his good hand with me enabled me to finish the hymn 
book.* It went to London last week, and has perhaps 
by this time found its way to the press. 

I somehow neglected to confer with you about the 
business of the fast day. Shall be glad to know your 
subjects. Mine were as under. 

Forenoon, Zech. xii. 10 ; afternoon, Isa. lxiii. 15 ; 
evening, Deut. xxxii. 15. The last of my three sermons, 
when I had, as I expected, the largest congregation, was 
a sort of historical discourse from Deut. xxxii. 15 ; in 
which, running over the leading national events from the 
time of Wickhffe, I endeavoured to trace the steps and 
turns by which the Lord has made us a fat and thriving 
people, and in the event blessed us beyond his favoured 
Jeshurun of old, with civil and religious liberty, peace, 
honour, and prosperity, and gospel privileges. How fat 
we were when the war terminated in the year '63 ; and 
how we have kicked and forsaken the Rock of our salva- 
tion, of late years. Then followed a sketch of our present 
state and spirit, as a people, both in a religious and 
political view. I started at the picture while I drew it, 
though it was a very inadequate representation. We 
seemed willing to afflict our souls for one day, as Dr. 
Lowth reads, Isa. lviii. 5 ; but the next day things re- 
turned into their former channel. The fast and the occa- 
sion seemed presently forgotten, except by a few simple 
souls, who are despised and hated by the rest for their 

* Olney Hymns. 
E 
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preciseness, because they think sin ought to be lamented 
every day in the year. 

"Who would envy Cassandra her gift of prophesy, upon 
the terms she had it, that her declarations, however true, 
should meet with no belief or regard ? It is the lot of 
gospel ministers, with respect to the bulk of their hearers. 
But blessed be the grace which makes a few exceptions. 
Here and there one will hear, believe, and be saved. 
Every one of these is worth a world, and our success 
with a few should console us for all our trials. 

Come and see us as soon as you can, only not to- 
morrow, for I am then to go to Turvey. My Lord, the 
great Shepherd, has one sheep there, related to the fold 
under my care. I can seldom see her, and she is very 
ill. I expect she will soon be removed to the pastures 
above. 

I was at Bedford last week, when we talked of you. 
Somebody told Mr. Barham you had been lately in town. 
I told him I believed it was a mistake, and he was willing 
to think so. Had it been true, he hoped he should have 
seen you. Our little friend * and his great family were 
well, all but the maid. 

Our love to Mrs. Bull and family. 

Believe me yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
23rrf Feb., 79, Tuesday. 

* Rev. Mr. Simmonds, of Bedford. 
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LETTER XXVII. 
My Deab Fribnd, 

Mat I not style myself a friend when I remember you 
after an interval of several weeks since I saw you, and 
through a distance of threescore miles ? But the truth 
is, you are neither absent nor distant from my heart a 
day. Your idea has travelled with me — you are a kind 
of familiar, very often before the eye of my mind. This, 
I hope, may be admitted as a proof of friendship. 

Hither the Lord has brought us, and hitherto He has 
helped us. I have seen abundance of kind friends, par- 
took of abundance of good fare, and preached plentifully 
in my journey. I called on brother Addington,* slept[in 
his house, and hanselled his school-room. It was a 
pleasant, sociable visit. The Gospel thrives at Leicester 
— several mouths preach it, multitudes hear it, and I be- 
lieve a good number of hearts are opened to receive it. 
At this place, likewise, the Lord has done much. The 
good seed looks green, and is growing tall ; and is much 
in that state in which the tares, if the enemy has sown 

* The Rev. Dr. Addington, who then resided at Market Har- 
borough, bat afterwards removed to London. This excellent man 
was a pupil of Dr. Doddridge, and was settled at Market Har- 
borough in 1753, where for some years he kept a boarding-school. 
In 1781 he undertook the charge of a church which assembled in 
Milea's Lane, London, but is now extinct. He was the first tutor 
of an academy for the education of young men for the Christiar 
ministry, which is now known as Highbury College. Dr. A6V 
dington died Feb. 1796.— Ed. 
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any, may be expected to show themselves ; bat the in- 
fallible Husbandman will take care of his crops. 

I know the Lord loves you, and you know it like- 
wise : every affliction affords you a fresh proof of it. 
How wise his management in our trials ! How nicely 
adjusted in season, weight, continuance, to answer his 
gracious purposes in sending them ! How unspeakably 
better to be at his disposal than at our own ! So you 
say, so you think, so you find. You trust in him, and 
shall not be disappointed. Help me with your prayers, 
that I may trust him too, and be at length enabled to 
say without reserve, "What Thou wilt, when Thou wilt, 
how Thou wilt. I had rather speak these three sentences 
from my heart, in my mother tongue, than be master of 
all the languages in Europe. 

But I must stop ; I have written this in company, and 
have robbed myself of conversation by so doing, which I 
cannot afford to lose any more of. Come to Olney as 
soon as possible after the 8th of May, and then I hope 
you will be sure to see your affectionate 

JOHN and MARY NEWTON. 

Love to Mrs. Bull. 

Melton Mowbray, April 23, '79. 



y Google 



RBV. JOHN NEWTON. 53 



LETTER XXVIII. 
My Dear Friend, 

I have longed to hear that you and Mrs. Bull had a 
comfortable journey and visit to London, and returned 
in safety and peace on Saturday. Perhaps you will 
come over to day to tell me so. You have been often 
upon my mind during your absence, and it gives me 
pleasure to think you are now again within five miles 
of me. 

Can you provide a breakfast on Wednesday morning, 
between seven and eight o'clock, for two hungry par- 
sons ? Mr. Scott and I think to call upon you about 
that time, on our way to the visitation at Stratford.* 
Perhaps you will get your grey horse ready from Bury 
field, and take a ride with us. 

On Saturday morning I made a present of Miss 
Foster's hand to Mr. Webber. They set off soon after 
for London. My Dear has been very ill again, but is 
now better. We unite in love to you and Mrs. Bull. 

The rest when we meet ; till then believe me yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
My 6, '79. 

* Stony Stratford. 
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LETTER XXIX. 



My Dear Friend, 

Among the rest of temporal mercies, I would be thank- 
ful for pen, ink, and paper, and the convenience of the 
post, by which means we can waft a thought to a friend 
when we cannot get at him. My will has been good to 
see you at Newport, but you must accept the will for 
the deed. The Lord has not permitted. My poor Dear 
has been so ill that I could not leave her. I have still 
a desire to breakfast with you to-morrow ; but I must 
see what to-morrow will bring forth before I can deter- 
mine. If I can, I shall endeavour to be with you by 
eight o'clock. I have a desire likewise that she may 
follow me, behind Mr. Dumville, to dine with you. But 
this is still more uncertain. If she should be well 
enough, if the weather be neither too hot nor too cold, 
and if she can muster courage enough to mount the 
great horse, are three weighty points which cannot be 
determined to day. If neither of us come, I wish you 
to trot over hither. 

I have been troubled of late with the rheumatism in 
my left arm. Mine is a sinful and vile body, and it is 
a mercy that any part of it is free from pain. It is 
virtually the seat and subject of all diseases ; but the 
Lord holds them, like wild beasts in a chain, under a 
strong restraint. Was that restraint taken off, they 
would rush upon their prey from every quarter, and 
seize upon every limb, member, joint, and nerve at 
once. Yet though I am a sinner, and though my whole 
texture is so frail and exposed, I have enjoyed for a 
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number of years an almost perfect exemption both from 
pain and sickness. This is wonderful indeed, even in 
my own eyes. 

But my soul is far from being in a healthy state. 
There I have laboured, and still labour, under a com- 
plication of diseases; and but for the care and skill 
of an infallible Physician, I must have died the death 
long ago. At this very moment my soul is feverish, 
dropsical, and paralytic. I feel a loss of appetite, a 
disinclination both to food and to medicine, so tbat I 
am alive by miracle. Yet I trust I shall not die, but 
live, and declare the works of the Lord. When I faint, 
he revives me again. I am sure he is able, and I trust 
he has promised to heal me. But how inveterate must 
my disease be, that is not yet subdued when under his 
management ! 

Well, my friend, there is a land where the inhabitants 
shall no more say, I am sick. There my eyes will not 
be dim, nor my ears be heavy, nor my heart hard. 

44 One sight of Jesus as he is 

Will strike all sin for ever dead." 

Blessed be his name for this gracious hope. May it 
cheer us under all our present uneasy feelings, and re- 
concile us to every cross. The way must be right, 
however rough, that leads to such a glorious end. Oh 
for more of that gracious influence which in a moment 
can make the wilderness soul rejoice, and blossom like 
the rose. I want something which neither critics nor 
commentators can help me to. The gospel itself, whether 
I read it in Hebrew, Greek, French, or English, is a 
sealed book in all languages, unless the Spirit of the 
Lord is present to expound and apply. Pray for me. 
My present experience answers to Book iiL, hymn 34 ; 
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and do prayer seems more suitable to me than that of 
the Psalmist, " Bring my soul out of prison, that I may 
praise thy name." 

We love you and Mrs. Bull. Tell her so. And, 
once more let me beg, that if I cannot come to you, you 
would come to me to-morrow : who knows but the Lord 
may make you a messenger of God to your poor friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Olney, 19 Aug., '79. 



LETTEE XXX. 
My Dear Friend, 

I could have wished for a more favourable account of 
your complaint, but you are in the Lord's hand — in the 
hand of Him who loves you better than I do, better than 
you can love yourself. He will therefore order all things 
concerning you, and give you strength according to your 
day. This great Physician can support and heal, when 
other physicians are found to be of no value. 

I am waiting with suspense for a further account of 
the fleets. You will hear sooner than we. If the news 
prove unfavourable, it will come soon enough to us all. 
Now perhaps is the crisis, or perhaps before now the 
blow is struck. My soul wait thou only upon God, he 
directs the storm, and he can hush it into a calm. He 
loves his people, and numbers the hairs of their head. 
Whatever may be his purpose towards the nation, he 
says to his own people, it shall be well with them. 
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Here I was interrupted by a visit from Mrs. Foster ; 
she has just left us, and I am just going to the great 
house* and therefore cannot fill up my paper as usual. 
I wish the bearer may bring me a better account of you. 
May the Lord fill you with his peace. We join in love 
to you and Mrs. Bull. I am constrained to subscribe 
myself in haste, 

Affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Olney, 7 Sept. 79. 

* What is called the great house, was an ancient mansion, then 
unoccupied, and now pulled down, in which Mr. Newton rented a 
room, where meetings were held for prayer, and exposition of the 
word of God. In this room my father sometimes preached for Mr. 
Newton. I have by me a list of names, in the hand-writing of the 
author of these letters, of the persons who engaged in prayer ; and 
it is interesting to observe among them the frequent recurrence of 
the name of the poet Cowper, from the year when he came to reside 
at Olney, to the year 1773, when a dark cloud came over his mind, 
and peculiar views of himself unhappily prevented him from enter- 
ing a place of worship to the end of his days. So strictly con- 
scientious was this interesting man, that I have frequently seen him 
sit down at table when others have risen to implore a blessing, 
and take his knife and fork in hand, to signify, I presume, that he 
had no " right to pray." " Prove to me " (he writes, in a letter to 
my father) " that 1 have a right to pray, and I will pray without 
ceasing, even in the belly of this hell, compared with which Jonah's 
was a palace, a temple of the living God." — Southey's " Cowper," 
vol. iv. p. 235. 

Two of the " Olney Hymns," " On opening a place for social 
prayer," one composed by Mr. Newton, and the other by Mr. 
Cowper, were most probably used when this room was first set 
apart for this purpose. — See " Olney Hymns," book ii. hymns 
43, 44.— The following names occur in the paper above referred 
to : — Raban, Cowper, Kaye, Samples, R. Stamford, J. Harris 
Ghater, Hull Clifton, Percy, B. Nind, Halward, Jones (curate of 
Clifton), Trmder (Northampton).— Ed. 
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LETTEE XXXI. 
My Dear Friend, 

I wish you may be able to send us word by the 
bearer that your complaint is removed,' or at least abated. 
If not, still I hope He favours you with soul peace and 
resignation to his will. 

Had you removed to the Weigh-house some time 
ago, we should soon have been neighbours again. My 
race at Olney is nearly finished. I am about to form a 
connexion for life with one Mary Woolnoth, a reputed 
London saint in Lombard-street. I hope you will not 
blame me ; I think you would not if you knew all cir- 
cumstances. However, my conscience, through mercy, 
is clear, and my path, in my own view, and in the judg- 
ment of several of my most spiritual friends, is plainly 
the path of duty. I hope and beg you wttl pray for me. 
Indeed I am not elated at what the world calls prefer- 
ment. London is the last situation I would have chosen 
for myself. The throng and hurry of the busy world, 
and noise and party contentions of the religious world, 
are very disagreeable to me. I love woods and fields, 
and streams and trees ; to hear the birds sing, the sheep 
bleat. I love retreat and rural life, such as I have been 
happy in here for more than fifteen years past. I thank 
the Lord for his goodness to me here. Here I have 
rejoiced to live ; here I have often wished and prayed 
that I might die. I am sure no outward change can 
make me happier, but it becomes not a soldier to choose 
his own post. 

On Tuesday we purpose going to Northampton, and 
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to return by Newport on Thursday, take a bit of dinner, 
and change a few expressions of love with you and 
Mrs. Bull, and home early in the afternoon, because I 
am to preach in the evening. 

It is a weeping time with us at Olney, my people feel 
each one for themselves; but I must and do feel for them 
all. But I trust the Lord will provide them a pastor 
after his own heart. 

Adieu. Pray for us. May the Lord bless you, both 
you, and your children. 

r 

I am most affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Olney, 25 Sept. 79. 



LETTER XXXII. 

My Dear Friend, 

Do not say, do not think, I have forgotten you. I have 
waited to tell you some news, till I can wait no longer. 
The Lord gave us a safe and comfortable journey, and 
my Dear has been comfortably well since we came here. 
I delivered my presentation to the bishop's secretary on 
Friday last, and on Sunday I received notice that a 
caveat was lodged against my institution by some person 
or persons who pretend to dispute Mr. Thornton's right 
of presenting. This counter-claim causes a delay or 
suspense, but, it is thought, will soon appear to be 
groundless. 



y Google 



60 LETTERS OF THE 

, However, through mercy, your poor friend feels him* 
self very easy about the event. The affair is where 
I would have it — in the Lord's hand. If He fixes me 
here, I humbly hope and believe he will support me, and 
it shall be for good. If He appoint otherwise, I trust it 
will be no grief of heart to me to return to Olney, where 
I shall be within five miles of dear Mr. Bull. I am, 
however, glad I accepted the offer, whatever the issue 
may be. 

This noisy place, and unsettled, hurrying kind of life* 
is not quite to my tooth ; and I believe if I settle in 
London, I shall entreat Him, in whose hands all my 
affairs, the greatest and the smallest, are, in his good 
providence, to prepare me a habitation somewhere about 
the outskirts of the town, where I may enjoy some 
measure of privacy, fresh air, and see the green fields and 
trees at no great distance from me. This will be the 
more feasible, as the parsonage house is occupied by the 
post office, which seems to furnish me with a fair excuse 
for not residing in the parish. 

Though many things will occasionally force themselves 
upon my thoughts, I trust, in answer to your prayers for 
me, the Lord will help me to remember that one thing is 
needful, and, comparatively speaking, one only. It 
matters little whether I live and die in Olney or London, 
in the city or the suburbs, provided I am where He would 
have me be, favoured with his light and grace and con- 
solation, and qualified, by his holy anointing, to honour, 
love, and serve him, in whatever circumstances his 
wisdom may appoint. 

Mr. Foster is now at Olney, and I have entered upon his 
services, which amount to eleven sermons in a fortnight. 
Upon my first coming up, I preached from 1 Thess. v. 
25, " Brethren, pray for us ;" when, after giving them 
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soma account of the difficulties and trials attending the 
ministerial office in general, I endeavoured to engage the 
prayers of many in my behalf, with respect to the new 
prospect before me. Surely I shall need a singular com- 
munication of wisdom, zeal, meekness, and fortitude, in a 
London situation. Brother, pray for me, and may the 
Lord enable you to pray in faith. My weaknesses are 
many. I am but a child to go in and out before a great 
people, and to stand in a conspicuous and important post. 
But the Lord is a good and all-sufficient Master, and 
I should wrong his goodness and faithfulness were I to 
question his promise of strength according to my day. 
Should this removal take place, I hope the event will 
show it is the Lord's doing. Had not the proposal come 
to me unexpected, unsolicited, I think I may honestly 
add, undesired, and so circumstanced, that neither my 
own judgment, nor the advice of some of my most spi- 
ritual friends would permit me to decline it, without a 
fear of opposing His will — I say, could I not view it in 
this light, I should be uneasy, and afraid of the experi- 
ment. But now I can trust that if he brings me hither, 
his presence will be with me. My poor mistaken people, 
by their hasty refusal of Mr. Scott, have given me a pain 
which I did not expect. But I cannot help it. May the 
Lord overrule it for good, and provide better for them 
than they can expect. 

While we can meet daily at a throne of grace, and 
exchange a letter when we please, let us not think our- 
selves far asunder. Your company has been pleasing 
and edifying to me, and I shall sensibly miss it. But our 
friendship will be inviolable. You have a near and warm 
place in my heart, and will retain it as long as life con- 
tinues. I confidently expect the same on your part. 
I long to hear how you do — shall be thankful to know 
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you are getting better, and especially to be told that all 
your dispensations are evidently sanctified, and that you 
have that peace which can subsist and flourish in afflic- 
tion. My Dear joins in love to you and Mrs. Bull, and 
your two young plants. May the Lord make them 
plants of renown ; may they increase in wisdom as in 
years, and grow up to his praise and your comfort. 

Adieu. Send me a letter soon. And believe me to 
be most affectionately your faithful friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
14th October, '79. 



LETTEE XXXIH. 
My Dear Friend, 

Being to go out of town to-day, I started up before 
light to write to you, and hoped to have sent you a 
long letter, when, behold, I could not get at any paper. 
I am now waiting for a peep at Mr. Bar ham, at his 
lodgings, who came to town last night, and I shall 
write as fast as I can till T see him. 

I feel for you a little in the same way as you feel for 
yourself: I bear a friendly sympathy in your late 
sharp and sudden trial.* I mourn with that part of 

* Mr. Newton refers to a severe trial through which his corre- 
spondent had passed three days before, in the sudden death of an 
interesting child, five years old, after her parents had been be- 
reaved of four other children, one only surviving. 

The following is an extract from Mr. Bull's letter, dated Oct 
23, announcing this painful event :— 
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you which mourns ; hut, at the same time, I rejoice in the 
proof you have, and which you give, that the Lord is 
with you of a truth. I rejoice on your account, to see 

" Oh how glad, and yet how sorrowful, I feel ! I tremble and 
rejoice. Dear sir, pray for me. My bodily pain is great, the 
sorrow in my heart is real ; but tbe love of the Lord is the same. 
Oh ! how I rejoice in him this day, while I grieve in self. I seem 
to long to be where Polly is ; and, blessed be my God, I shall go 
there some day, perhaps soon. My dear lamb has discovered a 
peculiar sweetness of temper these three or four months, and a 
fondness for reading quite remarkable. For five or six weeks she 
had got up before me in the morning to read a chapter to me while 
I was dressing ; and one day she cried very much because I put her 
by, getting up before her. She gave me great delight by this 
practice, and it was her own. This is a pleasant tale to me, and 
you can excuse it. The lamb looks exceedingly beautiful now she 
is laid out ; but, oh ! my faith sees her spirit in the hands and 
heart of God my Saviour, and that delights me. My dear wife is 
very poorly ; and poor lonely Tommy is tolerable, and is kept for 
some future trial. 

" Since I have been writing I have received a letter from Mrs. 
Wilberforce ; thank her for it, and tell her my great trial. I know 
she respects me, and will pray for me, and her prayers will do me 
good. Ask her to pray that I may behave well ; that I may be 
still, and if any ask, < Is it well with the child ?' I may say, ' It 
is well.' 

" Tou know I sometimes speak as if I loved the Lord ; and 1 
think I do ; but you know, too, that words and actions should hang 
together, and therefore I wish that I may silently rejoice in my 
Saviour for cutting off all sources of comfort but himself. Indeed 
it does look as if he would have my whole heart, and would make 
every thing else taste bitter that he may taste the sweeter. So 
lately as yesterday the dear child read me Psalm xxv. before I was 
up. Oh! how little did I think affliction and death were so 
near ! 

" I hare been preaching in my poor way on Heb. xii. 6. The 
Lord was with me. I never before experienced more sensible 
delight in him ; and I am just now come home exceedingly re- 
freshed and comforted."— Ed. 



y Google 



64 LETTERS OP THE 

you supported and comforted, and enabled to say, " He 
has done al) things well." I rejoice on my own account. 
Such instances of his faithfulness and all- sufficiency are 
very encouraging. We must all expect hours of trouble 
in our turn : we must all feel in our concernments the 
vanity and uncertainty of creature comforts. What a 
mercy is it to know, from our own past experience, and 
to have it confirmed to us by the experience of others, 
that the Lord is good, a stronghold in the day of trouble, 
and that he knoweth them that trust in him. Creatures 
are like candles ; they waste while they afford us a little 
light, and we see them extinguished in their sockets one 
after another. But the light of the sun makes amends 
for them all. The Lord is so nigh that he easily can, 
so good that he certainly will, give his children more 
than he ever will take away. When his gracious word 
reaches the heart, " It is I, be not afraid ; be still, and 
know that I am God ;" — when he gives us an impres- 
sion of his wisdom, power, love and care, then the 
storm which attempts to rise in our natural passions is 
hushed into a calm. The flesh continues to feel, but the 
spirit is made willing ; and something more than sub- 
mission takes place — a sweet resignation and acqui- 
escence, and even a joy, that we have anything which we 
value to surrender to his call. 

I know no more of the caveat than when I wrote last ; 
all is still in suspense ; but it will be known in the 
right time, and determined the right way. My part is 
only to wait the Lord's will, and it will be time enough 
for me to know what I am to do when he pleases to 
tell me. 

Mr. Barham is come down. Time presses, and I 
must conclude. Mr. Barham sends his love and con- 
dolence to you and Mrs. Bull. May the Lord comfort 
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you both, and fill your hearts with a cheering prospect 
of that bright approaching hour which will put an end 
to all changes, pains, and sorrows, and place us where 
we shall see Him without a veil, and be happy in his love 
without abatement or interruption for ever. 

My Dear is tolerably well, and joins in love and best 
wishes to you and Mrs. Bull with your most affectionate 
friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Bartlett's Buildings, Oct. 26th, '79. 



LETTEE XXXIV. 
My Dear Friend, 

How are you ? and what are you about ? I saw a 
proof under your hand at Mrs. Wilberforce's that you 
were alive lately ; but I am afraid that either your 
spirits are grown weak, or your memory fails you a 
little. Pluck up your courage ; then remember how 
much you are beloved by a sojourner in the Old Jewry, 
at Dr. Ford's, and send him a letter, or at least a note ; 
if it be but three lines, he will gladly pay three-pence for 
them to the post- man. 

Molly Woolnoth and I are not yet married. I told 
you somebody forbade the bans, and the prohibition is 
not yet taken off. Nothing has been done, or at- 
tempted to be, within these two days ; but I believe we 
shall soon hasten into the midst of things. The Lord still 
enables me to abide by the surrender I made of the affair 

F 
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Into his hands, and I wait the event with a tranquillity 
almost approaching to indifference. To wed Molly is m 
some respects pleasing ; but then to ' be divorced from 
Ohtey will be in many respects painful. Again, to 
leave Olney will free me from many known and sharply- 
felt inconveniences ; but then, to live in London may 
expose me to other trials, which though at present un- 
known, may be equally sharp to my feelings. What a 
comfort this, that when "I am in a strait between two, 
and what to choose I wot not," the Lord will mercifully 
condescend to choose for me! What a comfort that 
when we are quite dead as to consequences, He has pro- 
mised to see for us, with his infinite and unerring eye ! 
However, in my private judgment, it appears much 
more probable that the bar will be removed, and the 
match take place, than the contrary. But till it is deter- 
mined, I wish to consider it as an uncertainty. 

Tell Mrs. Bull we love you both, have felt for you 
both, and shall be glad to hear you are both pretty well. 
The Ldrd loves you likewise, and therefore he afflicts 
you. He has given you grace, and therefore he appoints 
you trials, that the grace he has given may be pre- 
served and manifested to his praise. He has made you 
a good soldier, and therefore he appoints you a post of 
honour. You are not a mere Beefeater, to walk about 
in a soldier's coat, at a distance from the noise and 
danger of war, and to brandish your firelock without 
any risk of meeting an enemy; but he sends yoa 
down to the field of battle. You feel as well as hear 
that our profession is a warfare ; and you feel as well as 
hear, likewise, that the Lord is with you, fights for 
you, and supports you with strength, and covers your 
head in the day of conflict. 

Accept this love token, and pay me in kind. I have 
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act time to enlarge. I wish you a good night and a 
good morrow. To-morrow ! It is the Lord's day. 
May we be in the Spirit. I think to be a hearer in the 
forenoon at the Brethren's Chapel ; that is, to hear Mr. 
Latrobe, if he preaches. In the afternoon (if I do not 
alter my mind), I shall say something myself about a 
treasure, and the earthen, worthless, brittle vessels the 
Lord is pleased to put it in, even into such a foul piece 
of clay as your very poor, but very affectionate friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
London, Nov. 20M, 79. 



LETTEE XXXV. 

My Dear Fribnd, 

I must write a short letter to day, for many of my 
friends will expect to hear the event of my long waiting 
in town. The Lord's hour came in due time, and yes- 
terday the Bishop gave me institution to St. Mary Wool- 
noth, and to-morrow I am to be inducted — that is, put 
into possession of the key and the bell-rope, and thereby 
installed in all the rights, uses, and profits of the living. 
So that the curate of Olney is now transplanted and 
placed in the number of the London rectors. How little 
did I think of this when I was living, or rather starving, 
at the Flantanes !* 

" The sport of slaves, 
Or, What's more Wretched still, their pity." 

But the Lord is Sovereign and Almighty. He 

* .See Mr. Newton's Narrative. 
p 2 
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chooses and does what is well-pleasing in his sight. 
Whom he will, he slays ; whom he will, he keeps alive. 
What cause for praise, that it pleased him to extend 
his mercy to you and me. 

Many wish me joy. You, I believe, will pray and 
wish for me, that I may have much grace and be 
favoured with wisdom, fidelity, zeal, and meekness 
suited to the demands of my new and important situa- 
tion. Through mercy I feel little in this new prefer- 
ment to elate me. I hope I see the Lord's hand and 
call in it, and so far it pleases. My concern at leaving 
many whom I love dearly at Olney, and my solicitude 
about them, will in a good measure qualify things 
in the change which otherwise are not disagreeable to 
flesh and blood. But I need not repeat this in a short 
letter, when I believe I have written to the same pur- 
pose already. 

Thank you for your letter. Not having it about me, 
I cannot answer it particularly. In general I know you 
are afflicted and comforted, sick and well, sorrowful, 
yet always rejoicing. This checker-work will last while 
life lasts, but it will not last always. Deliverance is 
approaching, and in the meantime we know all things 
are dispensed to us by infinite wisdom, in number, 
weight, and measure, with a far greater accuracy than 
your friend Mr. Barton can adjust his medicines to the 
state and strength of his patients. My Dear has a 
head- ache to-day, but I hope she will be better. When 
I tell her that I have joined her love with mine to you 
and Mrs. Bull and Tommy, I am sure she will confirm it. 

I hope to see Newport and Olney next week. I am in 
all places, and at all times, most affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Old Jewry, Dec. 1th, '79. 
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LETTEE XXXVI. 

My Dear Friend, 

Many an eager look I darted through my study- 
window this morning, in hopes of seeing you and your 
grey horse. I need not tell you I was sorry to miss 
my expected pleasure ; but I was more sorry to learn 
the cause of your not coming, though I suspected it 
before I received your note. I long with a great long- 
ing to have you here, yet not so as to wish you should 
make the attempt at the price of pain and incon- 
venience to yourself. Supposing the Lord relieves you, 
and you are pretty well to-morrow, what think you ot 
coming in the diligence (if there be room), and return- 
ing when you have quite enough of us for one time ? 
If I should be weary of you first, I will tell you so. 
Only bring a large stock of Orinoco with you, for I be- 
lieve there is none in Olney. Well, if it is right, I 
should be gratified ; you will be enabled to come some 
time or some way. Till then I have two thoughts to 
comfort me : 1st, that we love each other; 2nd, that 
though we do we are not necessary to each other. 
Your Lord and mine is equally near to us both ; and 
a visit from him is instar omnium is sufficient to comfort 
either of us, though we were in the solitary situation of 
Robinson Crusoe. Yet I mean (with submission to his 
will) to entreat him to send you, because he usually sends 
me by you, a mixture of the utile and the dulce.* 

* The editor, it is hoped, may he excused in introducing in this 
place the following extract from a letter of the author of 
the " Task" to his friend Mr. Unwin. Speaking of Mr. Bull, he 
says, " You are not acquainted with him ; perhaps it is as well for 
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Indeed, supposing you really have the stone, and that 
your pains are sharp and frequent, I would rather en- 
courage you to submit to the operation than dissuade 
you from it. But I understood that since you had 
changed your medicine, you were, in general, free from 
pain. I should hope that He whom you serve would 
support you under the* operation, and bring you safely 
through it. If you judge it expedient, therefore, re- 
move to London, and consult an able surgeon ; but by 
no means commit yourself to a country practitioner. I 
hope soon to be in town. How glad shall I be to visit 
you in your confinement, daily, if possible ; at least, 
often ! You will ask counsel at a throne of grace, and 
then do as the Lord shall determine your mind. If it 
be his will, you need not regard the expense or conse- 
quences. The Lord will provide. The enclosed came 
yesterday, and I hoped to deliver it you to-day with my 
own hand. My Dear sends love to you, and Mrs. Bull 
and Tommy. She is but poorly, Peggy quite ill, and 
Sally gone to Aldwinkle ; so that though we talk of a 
speedy removal, we as yet can make no preparations 

you that you are not. You would regret still more than you do 
that there are so many miles interposed between us. He spends 
part of the day with us to-morrow. A dissenter,, but a liberal one ; 
a man of letters and of genius ; a master of a fine imagination, or, 
rather, not master of it, — an imagination which, when he finds 
himself in the company he loves, and can confide in, runs away 
with him into such fields of speculation as amuse and enliven every 
other imagination that has the happiness to be of the party : at 
other times he has a tender and delicate sort of melancholy in his 
disposition, not less agreeable in its way * * * He can be lively 
without levity, and pensive without dejection. Such a man is Mr. 
Bull ; but — he smokes tobacco. Nothing is perfect ! 

Nihil est ab omni 
Parte beatum." 
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for it. I believe I must return to London without her ; 
for I promised to be there before the 16th, and must 
keep my word if possible. The paper bids me leave of, 
but I will not till I have once more assured you that I 
am very sincerely and affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Olney, Jan. 3rd, '80, Evening. 



LETTER XXXVII. 

MoN TRBS CHER Al(I, 

I must send this messenger to inquire after your wel- 
fare, to inform you of my own, to thank you for all your 
love, and to charge you to believe that you have a warm 
place in my heart. 

Through mercy, I am well and comfortable ; feel a 
little left-handed and awkward for want of my Dear, 
aa I usually do in her absence ; but cctiera l#tus. 'Tis 
true, I have cause enough for grief and humiliation for 
what passes within ; but then J have a Friend, a rich, 
compassionate, powerful, unchangeable Friend j and the 
thought of him, who he is, where he is, what he has 
done, and what he is doing, somehow composes my 
mind and maintains my peace. Could he be taken 
from me, or my expectations founded upon him fail, 
I should instantly sink to the bottom of the bottomless 
pit of despair. 

My entrance, to St, Mary Woolnoth is hitherto as 
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favourable as I could expect ; indeed, more so. Some of 
my new parishioners are rather pleased, and some who 
do not quite relish what I say, seem to believe that at 
least I speak from my heart and mean well. In my next 
parcel to Mrs. Newton (to-morrow), I will endeavour to 
send you my first address to them. I sent one of them 
to every house. It was in general well received, though 
the printer in my absence made a mercenary blunder, by 
printing them for sale, when I did not intend one should 
be sold, and fixing the price at sixpence for a single 
sheet, worth at the most but two-pence. We shall 
divide the spoil between us ; he will get the money, and 
I shall get the blame. It will furnish a handle to some 
for representing me as very ostentatious in publishing 
my first sermon, and very mercenary for fixing the price 
so high. What cannot be cured must be endured. The 
Lord knows my intention in printing it, and he is able 
to secure my character. I have endeavoured to clear 
myself to a few, chiefly those in my own parish ; but I 
cannot run about to tell everybody, nor is it needful. Mr. 
Self has been not a little mortified, but I tell him to sit 
still, and leave his cause in the Lord's hands. 

I know not when my Dear will come up, but I hope it 
will be in the Lord's best time. I would willingly hope 
to see her on Friday, but I hardly expect it. I hope you 
have been, or will go to see her, if you are pretty well, 
and she stays after you receive this. If not, I wish you 
to treat her with a little letter by Friday's post. She 
desired me to ask you to write to her, but I forgot it. 
She loves to see you, and to hear from you. 

Write to me, and if you can tell me you are pretty 
well, and free from pain, I shall rejoice ; if you say you 
are coming to town, I shall rejoice more. I expect, 
however, you will inform me that the Lord stands by, 
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strengthens and comforts you ; this will, or should re- 
joice me most of all. My time is expended ; I am going 
to read prayers at Mary Woolnoth's, if there shall be 
any people come— frequently there is not one. I try 
them a while, and if they do not attend, I shall give up 
the Friday prayer-day and preach a sermon on "Wednes- 
day. I shall do so by and bye, but not yet. I must 
make no hasty innovations. You know if a man has but 
a horse to break, he does not jump immediately upon his 
back, and make him feel the spur the first time he sees 
him. He begins softly, strokes him, feeds him, shows 
him the bridle before he attempts to put it on, and brings 
him forward by degress. Poor sinners, and especially 
poor sinners that are rich, are at least as untractable and 
wild as horses and mules, and must be humoured a little 
in matters where conscience is not directly concerned. 
I know that you will pray for me, that the Lord may give 
me true wisdom and humble boldness. 
With hearty love to Mrs. Bull and little Tommy, 

I remain, my dear Friend, 

Your most affectionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Direct for me at No 2, Church Alley, Lothbury. 

19M January, '80. 
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LETTER XXXYIII. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

I once thought to defer writing a little longer, for the, 
pleasure of telling you, that I sent you the very first 
letter I wrote in my new habitation ; but then I must 
have waited another post, and possibly you are sufficiently 
angry with me already. If you have been in cheerful 
spirits, I knew your candour would prompt you to make 
large allowances for the unsettled state in which I have 
been ; but if your thoughts have been of the gloomy cast, 
then my silence has appeared to you through an un- 
favourable medium, and bore, in your view, a strong 
resemblance to those frightful figures, apathy and ingrati- 
tude. Prone as we are to indulge hard thoughts of the 
Lord, we have no right to be ofiended if our fellow- 
worms, even our dear friends, think hardly of us, and 
therefore 1 forgive you, unasked, and beforehand, all the 
peevish and ill-founded surmises which may at any time 
have found a place in your pericranium concerning me, 
as if I did not dearly love you, or greatly care for you, 
or set a high value upon your letter, because I have not 
yet answered it. 

Nay, I cannot answer it now, for I cannot find it ; it is 
in some of my books, or cases, or drawers, of which 
yesterday deprived me. For then, and about that time, 
some persons came, and, by main strength, took all the 
apparatus of my /awoiov in Lothbury, and lodged them 
in a house in Charles' Square, H ox ton, and thither it 
seems I must go after them, if I intend to have any 
further use of them. At the same place and day there 
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arrived a waggon from Olney (larger, I trow, than any 
of the waggons sent to Jacob from Egypt) accompanied 
with a cart, both full of the baggage of one, who, some 
years ago, could have carried all his baggage hi his 
pocket, from Dan even to Beersheba. Those words* 
" With my staff I came over this Jordan, and now I am 
become two bands," suit me almost as well as they suited 
him who first spoke them. I wish I could use them with 
equal sensibility. My removal, indeed, should affect me 
with double thankfulness, if compared with his ; for I 
bad no angry Laban to harass my rear, nor threatening 
Esau, to dispute my passage, and terrify me in front. 
All has been made as easy as possible. Our new Bethel 
(for it is already consecrated to be God's house) bids fair 
to be a pleasant and convenient abode. Perhaps we shall 
sleep in it to-night. All things about us wffl be at sixes 
and sevens for a few days ; but when I write next I hope 
to be able to tell you that your room is fitted up for your 
reception, and then you must come and take possession 
of it as soon as possible. I have lately seen somebody 
who lately saw you, and had the pleasure of hearing that 
you were pretty well. 

I forwarded you yesterday, a letter from Mrs. Weber. 
By hers to me I learn she was well, had a safe and good 
journey to Petersburg, and that she hopes you received 
the German Doctor* safe, and begs your acceptance of it. 
She wrote in great haste, having but very short notice 
of the courier that was to take her packet, and therefore 
I must wait a little longer for a fuller account of her 
peregrination, and for any account of the spiritual part 
of her concern. I hope she and her companion jumbled 

* Geoffrey Arnold's " History of the Church and of Heresies/' 
published in German, at Leipdc, 1700. 
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into a good understanding of each other upon the road, 
for she seems well satisfied. I wish she may be happy, 
and not too happy. In a former letter to Mr. Foster, 
she says, the gaiety and dissipation of Petersburg can 
hardly be conceived of, by those who are only acquainted 
with such a feint expression of them as can be observed 
in London. I hope the grace of our Lord will make her 
a very salamander, for it seems she is to live in the 
midst of the fire. I both fear and hope for her. I 
know he is able to over-power all the glare of the world, 
by one glance of the light of his countenance ; but how 
few are able to subsist, much more to thrive and grow 
in such a situation ! 

Mary Woolnoth is tolerably well attended on levee 
days. Through mercy I feel myself quite at "home 
there ; and though I consider the state of my auditory, 
and avoid as much as I can giving unnecessary disgust, 
I am enabled to speak very plainly to them. Some hear 
with patience, some I think with attention, some refuse 
to hear any more at present. Of these a part go else- 
where, and a part nowhere, but the Lord can bring them 
again. I hope my heart longs for their salvation, but 
the means are my part, success is in the Lord's hands. 
I wish to be earnest, but not anxious. 

I shall hope to hear a good account of your health, as 
I trust we are united in the strongest bands. I often 
think of you. 

We join in hearty love to you, and Mrs. Bull, and 
Tommy. Pray for us ; pray for Olney and Mary Wool- 
noth. The Lord bless us all. 

I am, your very affectionate, obliged brother, 
servant, and scholar, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Direct your next, No. 2, Church Alley, Lothbury. 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 
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LETTEE XXXIX. 
My Dear Friend, 

Comb magnify the Lord with me, and let us exalt 
his name together. Be it known to you and Mrs. Bull, 
that I am very well, though on Taesday morning I had 
a fall, and dislocated my shoulder. It was soon 
replaced, and since the operation I have my arm in a 
sling, and have kept house hitherto, hut hope to be at 
St. Mary Woolnoth's to-morrow. 

Many leagues I have travelled by land and by water, 
many falls I have had, and many vain fears have I felt 
in apparent danger, but at this only time of my receiving 
hurt, danger was quite out of sight and out of thought. 
I was standing at my own door, put my foot carelessly 
back against a stone, which tripped me up, and threw me 
over a short post. I rose instantly, had no other hurt, 
bruise, or strain, only the os humeri had slipped out of 
the socket, and had taken post under my arm-pit. 
A surgeon was with me presently, and after being some- 
time pulled about by four men, the Lord mercifully 
recalled and guided the bone to its proper station, and I 
have felt no pain since, but eat, sleep, and converse as 
usual. When you have thanked the Lord for his good- 
ness to me, add your prayers, that this and every other 
dispensation may be sanctified to us. Thanks are due 
likewise on my Dear's account. I felt and feared more 
for her than for myself. She was much alarmed, espe- 
cially as I was a good while under the surgeon's hands, 
before she could see me or know what hurt I had 
received. You know what frightful pictures imagination 
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can draw in an hour of suspense, and how it starts and 
stands aghast at its own portraits. But the Lord sup- 
ported her, and she is now pretty well. 

I told Mrs. Wilberforce the other day, that your 
talents, turn, and temper, would make Kennicot's Bible, 
or the study of it, more frequent, pleasant, and profitable 
to you than to me ; and that as she had made you heir 
to it after my decease, it was my desire (if she consented) 
to put you in full possession of it during my life. As 
she had no objection, the book is now your own, your 
name in the subscription is just right, and the 
receipt (if I do not send it you before) shall be lodged 
with Mr. Buckland, whenever the second volume appears. 

I do not mean to compliment you by calling myself 
your scholar. The Lord can teach by whom he pleases, 
and I am sure none can teach me without him. Nay, 
I doubt not but he can teach even you, and even by me. 
His power makes all instruments much upon a par ; and 
Balaam's ass was as well qualified to reprove his master, 
as Moses himself could have been. However, this I 
know, that I am, or ought to be, thankful that my 
acquaintance with you was renewed, and for every op* 
portunity of smoking a pipe with you since that time. 
Let the advantage and pleasure of friendship be ours, 
let the praise for every benefit received be wholly given 
to the Lord, for we can only be to each other what he 
is pleased to make us. 

I can write no more at present, but our love to Mrs. 
Bull and Tommy, and request your prayers for me, and 
my Dear, and my people. 

I am most affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Charles Square, Hoxton, 
15 April, '80. 
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LETTER XL. 
My Dear Friend, 

Either you or I are a little faulty. I hope it is you, 
and I chide you for it, but very gently, for fear the 
chiding should properly belong to myself. However, I 
must and will chide you, for supposing (which I will not 
allow without proof) that you wrote last. You might 
have written again before this time. You have not such 
a multiplicity of subjects and objects to engross you as 
I am beset with. 

The Bibles you received probably came from me ; or 
rather from the Lord, through my hands. And, if he 
sent them, I trust you will find he sends a blessing with 
them. He will, likewise, direct you how to dispose of 
them. 

The cure of my arm happily advanced without inter- 
ruption, and it is now in a manner well ; a little stiffness 
only remains, and it answers the purpose of a barometer, 
to give me notice of change of weather. Some tell me 
this will be an abiding property, and I need not be 
sorry for a little occasional pain, if it should, at the same 
time, remind me of the Lord's goodness in preserving 
me from worse consequences. Mrs. Newton has com- 
fortable health in her new situation. She sends her 
love with mine to Mrs. Bull and Tommy. I am sorry 
to say that we have not yet got our spare bed up, but 
I hope before long to inform you it is ready for you. 

I Write this to go by Mr. Wilkinson,* who purposes 

* The late Rev. W. Wilkinson, chaplain at the Haberdashers' 
Alms-houses, and lecturer at St. Bartholomew's, in the city of 
London. 
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seeing Olney with his bride on Thursday. He is set- 
tled within about a hundred yards of me, wbich is a very 
agreeable circumstance. 

We go on quietly and comfortably at Mary Wool- 
noth. I feel myself at home there, and have lately set 
up my Sunday evening lecture. My stated service now 
is three weekly sermons, and one monthly. I believe my 
parishioners make the smallest part of my auditory, but 
at this time of the year most of the principal folks are 
in the country. But I stand upon my post, and the 
Lord can persuade them to hear me whenever he pleases. 
In the mean time the church is tolerably well filled with- 
out them. 

" Nunc frondent sylvae, nunc formossissimus annus." 

I feel the loss of my retired rural walks, but I hope I 
am where I ought to be ; and He whom I serve can 
compensate all seeming inconveniences. I have less time 
and less opportunity for secret waiting upon Him than 
formerly, but he is pleased to keep me in some measure 
alive. I would learn to count nothing an interruption, 
because if I am broken in upon from morning till night 
when at home (as is frequently the case), I have reason 
to believe nobody comes to me, but those vjhom he 
sends ; and I wish to be in such a frame of spirit as to 
feel myself equally present with him, and engaged in 
his service, whether at home or abroad, alone or in com- 
pany. This is the true secret of religion, not to wish 
that incidents and events were at our own disposal, but 
to have wisdom to improve them as they arise, and, like 
the mariner, so to suit my sails, as to avail myself to the 
utmost of every wind that blows. Oh for more of that 
simplicity and singleness of intention, which, like the 
much talked of alchymist's stone, turns all to gold, and. 
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Sanctifies and converts every action of common life, into 
a part of that religious service which we owe to Him 
who bought us with his blood ! Excepting the want of 
woods, and streams, and walks, where I may hide my* 
self from the noise and throng of men, my situation is 
very comfortable. A good convenient house, a tole- 
rably open place, not much enveloped in the smoke of 
London. A walk of a mile or more to church is rather 
healthful than otherwise. I have exercise enough with 
an evil heart, but the enemy is not permitted greatly to 
harass me. I have seen some tall cedars sadly shaken, 
and almost overturned, by the storms of temptation 
which frequently blow here ; but, I, though a shrub, am 
still sheltered and preserved. 

The last of this month is fixed for the publication of 
the book* so much talked of. I feel a sort of trembling 

* The book referred to was called " Thelyphthora, or a Treatise 
on Female Ruin ;" and the author, the Rev. Martin Madan. Mr. 
Madan was brought up to the law, but afterwards going into 
orders became chaplain to the Lock Hospital, and was for some 
years a popular preacher amongst those who at that time were de- 
signated by the general name of Methodists, whether in or out of 
the Established Church. He was the intimate friend of Mr. Newton, 
and related to Mr. Cowper ; hence the interest taken in the book 
by both these individuals, and the frequent reference to it in their 
letters. 

Mr. Newton, in a letter in the Editor's possession, addressed to 
Mr. Cowper, dated July 2, '80, gives his opinion of it in the fol- 
lowing words : — " I have now read the first volume. It is specious 
certainly, and well calculated to convince those who have hitherto 
felt a conflict between their passions and their consciences. They 
are now at liberty. There is no such thing as adultery, but with 
• married woman : no such thing as fornication, but with a com- 
mon prostitute. A man may likewise leave his wife, or put her 
away, if she be cross or ill-tempered to a certain degree— of which 
degree he is the proper judge — without harm; only that he is an- 
G 
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for its appearance. Much has been attempted to prevent 
its coming abroad — but in vain. The world are expect- 
ing it with an air of triumph ; and, in a few weeks more, 
I suppose it will require some grace not to be ashamed 
of the name of Methodists. Let us pity and pray for 
the author. He ran well in time past, though now, 
alas ! hindered and turned aside. Let us fear and pray 
for ourselves. We are not so wise but we may be misled, 
nor so strong but we may be thrown down, if left to our- 
selves. If the Lord maintain in us an humble, dependant 
spirit, we shall cry to him to hold us up, and so we shall 
be safe, but not otherwise. For my part, I dare not 
throw a stone at any one, but may well take occasion, 
from the fall of others, to admire the grace which has 
hitherto preserved me from making shipwreck of faith 
and a good conscience. I am shocked and wearied with 
what I hear from time to time of the advantages Satan 
gains over great professors. 

swerable to conscience and to God for the justness of the cause : 
and all this with such plausibility of argument, such abundance of 
Scripture, such appeals to what Warburton calls the Hebrew verity ; 
that though I wonder any spiritual person should approve the book, 
I do not wonder that many should think themselves unable to an- 
swer it. * * * However, if his book be true, he need not fear 
any charges. If all, and more than all, that has been whispered to 
his disadvantage should be proved and published before the noon- 
day sun, for aught I know his scheme may justify him. Qui* talia 
fandce temper et a lacrymis?" 

In another communication to Mr. Cowper, August 19, '80, Mr. 
Newton informs his friend, that he had received two eritieisms upon 
this book, the one from Mr. Bull, and the other from Mr. Barham ; 
and, he adds, I am sure their verdicts are just. Mr. Bull says : — 
•• I have just read, with the utmost attention, the first volume of 
* Thelyphthora,' viewed and reviewed it with all the candour, gene* 
rosity, and penetration I can possibly exert. It is an amazing com- 
bination of sound learning and abominable sophistry — evident train 
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Blessed be God, though your spirits are weak, and 
your health infirm, you have not given occasion for the 
way of truth to be evil spoken of. Oh, it is better to be 
sick, or lame, or dead, or burned alive, than to be of the 
number of those through whom offences come. Pray for 
us, and be assured that whether I write or not, I always 
feel myself to be your obliged and affectionate friend and 
servant, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Charles Square, Hoxton, 22nd May, '80. 



and disguised falsehood— fine criticisms, and foul applications of 
them — good talents greatly abused— a clear head and a most cor- 
rupt heart — in short, it seems to me as deep laid a scheme of Sa- 
tanical device to catch the reigning corruptions of mankind, as any 
I have read, from the Koran of Mahomet down to the book called 
1 Christianity not founded in argument ! ' ' The Memoirs of a Woman 
of Pleasure ' could not more promote the ruin of souls, than this pre- 
tended defence of Divine truth bids fair to do/' 

Mr. Cowper, in reply to Mr. Newton, says of it : — " I have read 
the second volume, and had some hopes that I should prevail on 
myself to read the first ; but endless repetitions, unwarranted con- 
clusions, and wearisome declamation, conquered my perseverance, 
and obliged me to leave the task unfinished. I began his book at 
the latter end, because the first part of it was engaged when T re- 
ceived the second. : but I had not so good an appetite as a soldier of 
the Guards, who, I was informed, would, for a small matter, eat up 
m cat alive, beginning at her tail, and ending with her whiskers."— 
Sovthey's Cowper, vol. iv. p. 142. 

Mr. Cowper satirized this work in a Poem called " Antithelyph- 
tiora ;" and Mr. Newton*, in a faithful letter, declined all further 
i with the author. — Ed. 
g2 
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LETTEE XLI. 



Mr Dear Friend, 

Your kind, though brief inquiries, must be answered 
speedily, and, therefore, almost as briefly as you pro- 
pose them. We have had a terrible storm, but our in- 
fallible Pilot has supported and brought us, thus far, 
safely through. The winds and waves have likewise sub- 
sided at his mighty command ; and now all is tolerably 
calm. We have a war-like sort of peace.* The city is 
full of soldiers ; but the discipline and decency of con- 
duct they observe, is truly admirable, beyond what I 
could have conceived possible to be maintained by so 
large a body of men. 

Charles Square was full of people on Monday the 5th, 
but they behaved peaceably, made a few inquiries, and 
soon went away. We were apprehensive of their return, 
as there was a house in the square inhabited by a foreigner, 
and they were once afterwards at the corner of the next 
street. But He who has a hook and bridle in the mouths 
of those who think themselves their own masters, was 
pleased to turn them another way. We were preserved 
safe, and only suffered by sympathy with others, from 
what we heard with our ears and saw with our eyes, 
together with apprehensions of still more dreadful conse- 
quences, if the Lord did not interpose. The devastations 

* This letter refers to the No-popery riots, in which so much- 
property was sacrificed, and so many lives lost : — 

" When the rude rabble's watch-word was Destroy, 
And blazing London seemed a second Troy." 
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on Tuesday and Wednesday nights were horrible. We 
could count from our back windows six or seven terrible 
fires each night, which, though at a distance, were very 
affecting. On Wednesday night and Thursday, the 
military arrived and saved the city, which otherwise I 
think would, before this time, have been in ashes, from 
end to end. So soon, so suddenly, can danger arise ; 
so easily, so certainly, can the Lord set bounds to the 
wickedness of man, in the height of its rage, and say, 
" Hitherto shalt thou come, and no further." 

I believe multitudes went to St. George's fields, in the 
simplicity of their hearts, not aware of the consequences, 
not aware that many, with very different views, would 
avail themselves of the occasion, and meet with them. 
So children sometimes play with gunpowder, and think 
themselves safe, till a spark sets all in a flame about their 
ears. The Lord permitted it, and he is wise and just and 
good, and knows how to bring good out of seeming evil. 

Mrs. Newton was marvellously supported while things 
were at the worst, but the incessant alarms we were in 
had some effect, and she began to droop, when the 
greatest danger was over. Through mercy, she is now 
revived, and pretty well again, as, likewise, Sally and 
Peggy, who, poor things ! were little prepared for such 
awful scenes. 

I preached on Wednesday, and had a tolerable audi- 
tory ; but I cannot describe the consternation and anxiety 
which were marked on the countenance of almost every 
person I met in the streets that day. I hope never again 
to see so strong an exemplification of many descriptions 
in the prophecies of Jeremiah. All faces gathered black- 
ness indeed. Through mercy, I did not fear much for 
myself, but I felt for my little family, my neighbours, 
and especially for the public. The impression made 
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upon my mind is not yet worn off, and, indeed, I ought 
not to wish I could quite forget it. 

I preached on Sunday forenoon from Lamen. iii. 22. 
" It is of the Lord's mercies we are not consumed." In 
the evening, from Ps. xlvi. 10, •* Be still, and know that 
I am God." 

Our dear child* came to town on Friday afternoon. 
Every stage they came, reports were more and more dis- 
tressing, and I believe Mr. Trinder was advanced almost 
as far as Islington before he had full assurance that he 
could enter the city with safety. But when he came he 
found all in peace. The Lord be praised. 

I hope your next will tell us you are better. We are 
glad to hear Mrs. Bull and Tommy are well. We join 
in love to them and to you. Can you contrive to show 
this to Mr. Scott, for I have not time to write to him at 
present ? Thank you for your prayers ; I hope you will 
continue them. The Lord bless and keep you and yours. 

Believe me to be your affectionate friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Charles Square, Host on, London y June, 1780. 

* Miss Catlett, Mr. Newton's niece, afterwards Mrs. Smith. 
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LETTEE XLII. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

I began to think my last so fully removed all your 
kind anxieties concerning us, that yon did not much want 
to hear from me any farther. Since you are commenced 
letter- writer, I beg I may have my place, and my turn 
among your correspondents. 

Yours came last night, and while I was reading it, 
Mr. Self, who is sometimes a little cross, as well as sly, 
whispered in my ear, " You would not have heard from 
him now, if it had not been for the occasion mentioned 
in the letter part of his latter/' But I snubbed him, and 
let him know that I would not admit any insinuation 
against Mr. Bull — that I would thank you for writing to 
me at all : I was determined not to stand upon punc- 
tilios. 

I went to this morning,* and saw the old 

* This refers to the case of a young man whose brother lived at 
Newport, and to whom Mr. Bull was much attached, who was ac- 
cidentally passing down Snow Hill at the moment the " no popery" 
mob were in the act of destroying a distillery belonging to a Roman 
Catholic ; and, being prevailed upon to taste some spirits offered 
to him by one of the rioters, he was seen, and immediately 
taken into custody. He was subsequently tried, and condemned 
to death. Mr. Bull writes to Mr. Newton respecting him, " I 
don't know his parents, but have reason to believe them children of 
your Father and my Father. * * * I beseech you assist me with 
your prayers daily, and earnestly, that the Lord may, by his good 
Spirit, comfort and strengthen this very afflicted family, most of 
whom are children of God ; and that he will prepare for death him 
who expects it, and who seems much more earnest for the pardon 
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folks. I did not repent of my visit. I found them sub- 
missive and resigned to the Lord's hand, and looking up 
to him for relief. I had no one to apply to but Mr. 
Thornton, and there I found you had been beforehand 
with me. However, his parents told me that affairs are 
in a hopeful way for the young man's pardon, as the 
three judges have promised to recommend him to the 
King's mercy. I would have gone to see him had I been 
asked ; but as there is hope of his escaping, and as Mr. 
Dyer, the clergyman whose office it is to visit the pri- 
soners, is a serious evangelical man, I thought it not ne- 
cessary to offer myself. Thus far I have promptly obeyed 
your commands. 

I left your letter with Mr. Thornton, and having read 
it but once, my memory does not present any part of it 
that requires a particular answer. From the whole, I 
learn that you are better and worse as formerly ; that if 
you are afflicted, you find it good to be so ; if you have 
a cross, you are supported under it ; and, if your cross is 
doubled, your strength is proportionately increased. You 
are enabled to trust the Lord, and you find him faithful. 
You prefer his wish to your own, and experience proves 
that he chooses better for you than you could choose for 
yourself. Thus all is well. 

I now invite you to London. The storm I hope is 

of his sins than for the preaerration of his life. If I had any in- 
terest by which I could promote a petition for his life, my heart, 
afflicted for his parents, would insure the exertion of it to the ut- 
termost ; but I have not, and must therefore be silent on this head. 
* * * If you have neither opportunity nor interest to serve 
me outwardly in this affair, I know you have inwardly and spi- 
ritually, and I doubt not you will use it at a throne of grace. I 
could wish you to call, if convenient, on the afflicted parents. 
Theysxistin * * *— Ed. 
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past — the tumults over and gone. The executions which 
justice and a regard to the public tranquillity demand, 
will soon be finished. Come, for the bed and smoking- 
room and all things are now ready. Come, and see our 
rws in urbe, which, by dint of a warm imagination, we 
make to resemble Olney as much as possible. It is the 
same within doors, for we are the same people. The 
same Sir and Madam to receive you — the same Sally, 
Peggy, and Phoebe to help off your boots and great coat. 
The back parlour looks into a garden ; and there is a close 
with cows in it, which puts us in mind of Banister's close. 
Islington church is a succedaneum for Emberton. We 
sometimes meet people in the street, whose features re- 
mind us of some whom we know in the country ; but 
such a resemblance of you will not suffice. I must have 
your original identical person, — therefore take a place, 
and come up as soon as possible ; and may the Lord bless 
you upon the road, and come himself with you. Per- 
suade Mrs. Bull to come likewise. I long for the time. 
How snugly shall we sit and smoke our pipes, while we 
settle the affairs of the state and of the churches ! 

Do you not rejoice in the prospect of peace and union 
with America again ? How sudden — how seasonable was 
the turn ! how unexpected, at least by me ! Indeed I am 
a shallow politician. But let the wise men say what they 
will, I say it was the Lord's doing, and we had but little 
reason to expect so favourable an issue. It was the 
Lord, but the praise is given by many to the instruments. 
Oh, wretched people ! when afflicted, we murmur — when 
relieved, we boast. It is well there are a praying few 
among us, or we should be given up to ruin. 

Observe, you are now in my debt again. When you 
want to hear from me you must tell me ; but rather come 
yourself, that will save paper and postage. Robert 
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Teedon* — I thank you for remembering him — I must try 
to get an abode for him here. I believe he is a good 
man, and I believe his necessity is very great. 

Could you send me three or four of my letters to you, 
(if you have not burnt them,) to stand among those which 
are now gone to the press ? f One of your youths might 
transcribe such extracts as you might think fit to mark 
off, free from such trifles as would be quite unfit for the 
public eye : none should be later than the close of last 
year, and they must come soon if at all. The Lord Jesus 
be with you, and with us all. Love to Mrs. Bull and 
Tommy. May he increase in grace and wisdom, as in 
years and stature. Adieu. 

I am yours sincerely, affectionately, and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Charles Square, 18th July, '80. 



LETTER XLIH. 

Mr Dear Friend, 

Being resolved to keep you in my debt, I write im- 
mediately to inform you that your acceptable letter, with 
the packet of my own letters, came safe to hand last 
night. 

* A poor but pious man at Olney, in whose welfare both Mr. 
Newton and Mr. Cowper were much interested. 

t This reference is to " Cardiphonia," the last fourteen letters 
of which in the second volume are addressed to Mr. Bull. 
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I shall select eight or ten, or at least a part of so many. 
Some must be excluded, as containing but three or four 
Hnes worth the public eye in the most partial judgment ; 
and none of those which relate to Mary Woolnoth must 
appear, because I shall only publish by the name of 
Omicron, and nothing must be in the letters to lead to a 
certain information who Omicron is. 

Though he may be pretty well known, I think it best 
not publicly to avow himself. Though I can hardly hope 
to escape the charge of egotism for publishing my own 
letters, yet we must take things in as soft and modest 
guise as we can. 

Mr. Cowper has helped me to a title-page, which you 
may read by turning over leaf : 

" CARDIPHONIA ; 
OR, THE UTTERANCE OF THE HEART. 

In a collection of letters written in the course 
of a real correspondence, on a variety of re- 
ligious subjects, 

'* Haec res et jungit, junctos et servabit amicos.' — 
Bor. Lib. 1, Sat. 6. By Omicron. 
There is to be a scriptural motto likewise, which I have 
not yet fixed upon.* 

A short title, to serve for a handle to take hold of the 
book by, is convenient, therefore I desired Mr. Cowper 
to cook me a Greek compound of softer sound, and 
sweeter sense than "Thelyphthora :" I think he has done 
very well. 

I am just returned from the new gi*l, my third visit 
there ; and I had more liberty and pleasure this morning, 
than in either of the former. I hope the Lord is at work 

* " As in water face answereth to face, so the heart of man to 
man." — Prov. xjyrii. 19. 
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upon some of them. They are always attentive, and all 
thank me for coming. Mr. — tells me his brother will 
he reprieved. I wish it may be to lead a new life, and I 
hope it will.* 

My Dear has what I call a comfortable measure of 
health — a few needful mementos of frailty, yet permitting 
her to eat, sleep, and converse with friends. The Lord is 
very good, and I have still a favoured lot. Peace in the 
heart, in the parlour, in the kitchen, and in the house of 
God. Our whole little household love you, and desire to 
be remembered to you and by you. 

I find you have still pains and indispositions, but as 
they are sanctified and sweetened, your case makes me 
sorry and glad in the same breath. I am not so appre- 
hensive of your constitution breaking up, as you seem 
to be ; I hope you will live to a good old age, and your 
lips still feed many. If you are quite poorly, come and 
try the air of Charles Square, Hoxton. I think it would 
do you good, and that even the journey would be of 
service to you. I would talk to you, my Dear would 
nurse you, and you shall have Orinoco as much as you 
please and as often. 

However, I can venture to promise you, you shall 
live till your work is done, and I am pretty sure when the 
time of dismission comes, you will rejoice in the summons. 
The Lord will smile upon you, and then you will smile 
upon death ; for when he has lost his sting, he has an 
angel's face. Dr. and Mrs. Ford, of Melton, are just 

* This hope was fully realized. The individual referred to was 
pardoned, became a truly pious man, obtained a highly respectable 
situation, was a constant hearer and friend of Mr. Newton, and to 
the end of life maintained a consistent character, discovering to the 
last his deep sense of obligation to those who had befriended him 
in the day of his calamity. — Ed. 
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come in, they would send their lore if they knew yon. 
We are going where we shall all know each other at 
first sight. 

My Dear sends her love to you, and Mrs. Boll and 
Tommy. We beg many prayers. 

I am yours most affectionately, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Charles Square, 29th July, '80. 



LETTER XLIV. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

I am just come from Clapham, and it is now past two 
o'clock. I ought to sit down, and smooth and sort my 
thoughts, which are usually tumbled about by a two or 
three days absence from home, so that my heart upon a 
return, is something like a country shop on the evening 
of a fair day, and wants a deal of setting to rights. But 
then your letter says, pray write, and my heart feels as if 
I ought to answer you. And, therefore, I must let 
my shop still be at sixes and sevens, till I have chalked 
you out a short answer to your inquiries. 

Though in haste to satisfy you, I am in no haste for 
rectifying the minister's mistake, in what he thought 
proper to assert. I remember when I would have 
flown like a lapwing from house to house, from town to 
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town, to justify my own dear self s own dear character. 
But of late I have in some measure learned, one may be 
tolerably at ease, though other people say more than 
they ought. And if conscience is on my side — if the 
matter affirmed be not true, I sit quiet, and do not 
think myself bound to make every body as wise as 
myself. 

Now for your queries : 1st. I have certainly read Mr. 
Madan's book : whether I have properly considered it, I 
dare not be positive, but I was wide awake when I read. 
2nd. I never said, I never thought it was unanswerable ; 
but I have said, I did not wonder he thought it so. 
Nor do I think every one who may disapprove it, is 
capable of giving it a clear, solid, and decisive answer. 
The distinction you mention between the civil and judi- 
cial law of the Jews, and the moral law, would be part 
of the ground on which I should go, were I to answer 
it ; but I think much might be gained, by a close and 
careful inquiry into the nature and ground of moral obli- 
gation, which I apprehend depend (as to us) not upon 
any previous fitness of things, but upon the revealed 
will of God. Were we to judge merely by our views of 
the moral law, Abraham's intended sacrifice of his son 
would have been murder, and Jael's treatment of Sisera, 
abominable perfidy. I would yield to Mr. Madan, that 
polygamy once was not criminal, but I think it is plain, 
that our Lord in Matt. xix. gave an answer wider than 
the question, as he sometimes did. He was asked of 
divorce, but he took occasion to speak of the primitive 
institution of marriage, and his design to restore it to 
what it was in the beginning. Were I to answer the 
book, it should be by writing notes upon it. But I do 
not intend to meddle with it. Could I have my will it 
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should not be answered at all. Though I believe this 
would mortify the author, yet it would confine the book 
to fewer readers. The way to spread it and circulate it, 
will be to answer it. Your censure is just, though some 
of your expressions are pretty strong. We are all poor 
creatures, and you and I, if left to ourselves, might 
write as bad a book, and as little likely to do good. 

We are pretty well, and join in love to you and 
Mrs. Bull and Tommy. I wish that you and I may be 
so full of the Lord to-morrow, that we may have no 
leisure to think of Thelyphthora, from morning to-night. 
Adieu, love us and pray for us. 

I am, yours affectionately, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Charles Square, \2th August, '80. 

Accept my thanks for your kind feelings for me, and 
your care to vindicate me. But they knew you and I, 
being both speckled birds, must feel for each other, and 
therefore, perhaps, they pecked at me to give you pain. 
A bird in my parlour sings or says that Dr. Benamor is 
uneasy at not hearing from you. 
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LETTER XLV. 
My Dear Friend, 

Ip you will neither come nor write, you must please 
yourself, for I am sure you will not please me. Now 
you are grown a great letter writer, I must be shut out 
of your correspondence I suppose. Nay, surely you 
cannot have the heart to do it. Perhaps your spirits are 
sunk into your shoes again, and you think you are not 
able to write. Try, however, as soon as possible, for I 
want to hear about you. If not, this is the last three- 
pence you will have to pay for letters from me for a 
good while to come, 

Watchman, what of the night ? I think it a long 
one, and I cannot yet see a streak of dawn. All parties 
are contriving to prolong a war which they are all 
weary of. Some attempt is on foot towards peace, but I 
fear it will not succeed. Sin prevails, and requires a 
scourge, and therefore war continues, though the voice 
of interest no less than humanity calls loudly for peace. 
When either we or our opponents seem to droop, some 
unexpected advantage revives hope again. When either 
they or we presume to boast, as though success were 
almost within reach, some disaster comes to damp the 
vain confidence, and to show that the battle is the 
Lord's. These changing events insensibly draw on 
both sides farther and farther into mischiefs, and make 
them more and more regardless of consequences. In 
the meanwhile, an increase of stupidity and hardness at 
home, keeps pace with the increase of danger from 
abroad. And though it is now evident to all here that 
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London was within a few hours of being reduced to 
ashes, and its preservation was little less than miracu- 
lous ; that alarming crisis is now almost forgotten, not 
only by profane but by professor, and things go on 
much as they might do if there was no war, no danger, 
or if we had no signal mercies or deliverances to record, 
I must include myself in this censure. 

The mischiefs and abominations attendant on a gene- 
ral election will now be superadded to our habitual 
course of national sin. Oh, what a train of riot, de- 
bauchery, and perjury, is upon the march to overspread 
the land! What an idea must an American savage 
form of Christians and Christianity if he were to visit 
us at such a time as this ! 

Well, we must sojourn a time in this Vanity Fair, but, 
blessed be God, it is not our home. We are travelling 
to another country, and are taught another language, 
which the people of the fair do not understand. They 
stare at us as outlandish people, and are displeased 
because we will not ac'opt their maxims and customs. 
They are highly affronted if we presume to pity them. 
And much the same sort of treatment we might expect 
if we ventured to pity some people in Bethlehem, and 
to say to their faces, Alas ; poor men you are mad ! 
No, though he mistakes his cell for a palace, his chains 
and straw for ensigns of royalty, he would face you out 
that he is in his sober senses, that you are the mad 
person, and for your pity he returns you pity mixed 
with scorn. Of course, we are glad to get away from 
such unreasonable people, and all they can say does but 
the more confirm us, that they are insane To be shut 
up with the mad folks in Bethlehem would be a great 
trial — how is it we are no more affected with our situa- 
tion in this great Bedlam, the world ? There is hardly 
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an instance of insanity within those dreary walls, which 
we may not find parallels to among our acquaintance 
who are permitted to walk at large. Their spiritual 
imaginations are so disordered that they call evil good, 
and good evil; they are fond of their enemies, and 
start at the sight of a friend. They boast of liberty 
while they are tied and bound with the chain of sin. 
They delight in mischief, scattering firebrands and 
arrows, and say, Am not I in sport ? Some are groan- 
ing under the weight of a straw, and others in rap- 
turous admiration, viewing bubbles which successively 
disappear as fast as they can blow them up. Oh, it is 
a mad world indeed ! The Lord quicken our longings 
for that land where all are in their right minds — and 
where we, likewise, shall be quite in our senses. For, 
indeed, the insanity around us is epidemical, and there 
are few of the soberest but give proof enough they are 
not quite free from a spice of the general infection. 

Cardiphonia is going on, the second volume is half 
printed, and the whole will be ready about the modish 
time when the parliament will be meeting and the town 
filling ; but lictle will the parliament, or the gentry who 
fill the town, care for what Omicron may publish. 
One half of me is very well, the other is tolerable. We 
both unite and send our love to you, Mrs. Bull, and 
Tommy, with one heart. 

I hope you continue to pray for us. The Lord keeps 
me alive. I wish I could say lively. But it is a miracle 
I am no worse, considering the hurry in which I live. 
The little leisure I have for retirement indisposes me 
for the improvement of that little. But I feel I 
always am, 

Affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Charles Square, 8 Sept. '80. 
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LETTEE XLVL 
My Dkar Friend, 

Behold happy is the man whom God correcteth! 
As I hope the fever has by this time left you, I con- 
gratulate you on its coming, because I take it for 
granted it brought a blessing with it, and will leave a 
blessing behind it. I am glad, however, that the in- 
formation of your being better came at the same time 
with the news of your having been ill ; for though my 
judgment is well satisfied that the Lord does all things 
well, yet I am capable of feeling no small anxiety when 
those whom I love are in jeopardy and affliction. 

I dispatched your last immediately to Mr. Barton, 
and I find he received it in time, though it was late in 
the evening to send you a word of consolation and a 
recipe by the return of post. May the Great Physician 
give a blessing to every means, give you health and 
ease, and reveal to you the abundance of peace and truth. 

I hope this fever will not retard, much less prevent, 
the pleasure we propose in receiving you under our 
peaceable roof. What a mercy to have a peaceable roof 
to rest under ! Preserved in outward peace by the kind, 
protecting, providential arm of the Lord, and favoured 
with internal peace by the blessing of his good Spirit. 
This is our present mercy. He makes us of one mind 
in the house, he is about our bed and dwelling by night, 
and about our path by day. I am wonderfully favoured 
with peace, likewise in the business of His house. I 
have as yet met with no incident to try either my faith 
or my patience as a minister, but all hitherto wears an 
h2 
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encouraging aspect. Whatever the parishioners, or any 
of them, think, they give me no disturbance. I could 
wish, indeed, that I had more access to them, and that 
more came to hear. I was invited to dine with one of 
them yesterday. It was the first invitation I had re- 
ceived from any who were not professedly serious. They 
behaved well. I behaved poorly, for I could not at the 
first sight introduce the best subject. This is often a 
hindrance to me ; but the Lord can give me farther 
opportunity, and put a word in my mouth some time. 
Ah ! it is a shame to seem so earnest and pressing in 
the pulpit, and then to be so cold and mealy-mouthed at 
table. But I have not the talent of happily introducing 
the most profitable topics where I am a stranger. Often 
when I am in company, was what I have said written 
down and brought to me afterwards, how should I — at 
least, how ought I — to blush, if I were constrained to 
read it. 

Our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy ; bring him with 
you, by all means. We are going to dine at Clapham ; 
expect to meet Mrs. Wilberforce there ; it is probable 
we shall talk of you before we part. The Lord bless 
and keep you all. 

I am your affectionate friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 25 Sept. '80. 
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LETTER XLVII. 
My Dear Fribnd, 

Among all the reasons your teeming imagination 
would invent for my not answering your letter, it is 
likely the true one never came into your mind — namely, 
that we were at Reading, and did not return home till 
about twenty-seven minutes past six last night, and 
consequently could not receive yours sooner. 

I was glad of the good news it contained ; you will 
find a hearty welcome ; but I charge you upon your 
allegiance to bring Tommy with you, and not venture 
into my presence without him. 

I intended meeting you at the inn, but as you were 
not determined whether you should come by the Wel- 
lingborough or the Northampton, I knew not where to 
wait for you. Your best, easiest, quietest way will be 
to let the coachman call you a coach at Islington, for 
you will be nearer to us there than at the inn. Order 
him to drive you to No. 13 — Thirteen — in Charles 
Square, Hoxton. By this means we shall have you an 
hour or two sooner, and you will avoid the trouble of 
riding over the stones. 

Quam multa quam varia, shall we have to talk about ; 
I shall think of you hourly till I see you, as childre 
count the hours for days before the fair. Then the 
journey, the prospects, and the new objects, will, I 
expect, so exhilirate your spirits, that when you come to 
us you will put us in mind of a bottle of well-corked 
cider, when the cork is newly drawn. Oh, methinks I 
see, or rather foresee, how you will sparkle ! 
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Mr. and Mrs. Cardale, Mr. J. and my Dear went to 
Reading on Monday, and returned last night. I hardly 
ever knew a more agreeable journey, or week. We 
read, and sung, and prayed ; and the time and the road 
passed away almost insensibly. We were very happy ;. 
likewise, while there ; but I hope to tell you more about 
it soon. 

The week before I was at Ramsgate, but I was there 
a turtle without my mate, which was a little abatement. 

And why should you be without your mate ? I wish 
Mrs. Bull could come with you ; tell her I say so, and 
that we both send our love to her. But Tommy must 
come positively. 

Farewell. May the Lord be with you in the way, 
and at your journey's end. I hope he does favour us 
with his blessing. You will come to a house of peace, 
and where every face will smile upon you. 

I am your affectionate poor brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Charles Square, Hoxton — No. 13. 
14 October, '80. 
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LETTER XLVIII. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

Two letters for one — how kind! I thank you. I 
would send you one every week if I had time. This 
you know, and therefore accept the will for the deed. 

I have not leisure, nay, I have hardly curiosity to 
read Dr. Kennicot's curious Prolegomena. I thank you 
for your offer; but if the book come hither, I mu3t 
either forward it unread, or keep it a whole year. 
Therefore, to make short work, I shall give the receipt 
to Buckland, and desire him to send you the book. 

1 hope you will see Cardiphonia before long; the 
whole is printed, index and all. They talk about pub- 
lishing about new-year** day. A parcel will go to 
Olney, and a copy from thence will be sent to you. 

I have not yet fixed on my texts for Christmas- day. 
The two candidates which at present seem disposed to 
offer, are Gen. xlix. 10 — 12, for the morning, and 
John ix. 39, for the evening. If they shall resolve to 
stand, and no powerful competitor interpose, it is pro- 
bable they may both carry the election, especially the 
latter. I preached on it one Christmas evening, and 
have the notes by me. If the Lord please to give me 
new thoughts to fill up this old plan, and breathe his 
good Spirit upon the whole, then I may bring forth 
things new and old to his praise. 

Why d'd Christ come ? 

I. For judgment. Two senses of the word — purpose, 
or appointment; and manifestation, or trial, Luke ii, 35. 
The gospel calculated to give sight to the blind, and to 
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prove that they are stark blind who pretend to see with- 
out it, Lake ii. 53, Matt. xi. 25. 

II. The blind see. The Spirit, by the gospel, makes 
the blind both see and feel their guilt and misery ; then 
shows them pardon, life, and happiness in a Saviour. 

III. They who pretend they see, are made blind. 
These are of two sorts. 1. Such as absolutely reject 
the truth because it does not suit what they call their 
reason. Many of the most important doctrines, the 
more they are examined by fallen proud reason, will 
appear the more unreasonable. Instance in — First, The 
Deity of Jesus, will be absurd to those who feel not the 
need of an Almighty Saviour. So that 1 Cor. xii. 3* 
Second— Justification by the righteousness of another 
will be thought absurd. Third — That God, in point of 
acceptance, pays no more regard to men's best actions 
than their syis, is deemed another absurdity. Fourth — 
Even to assert that he has a right to do what he will 
with his own, is accounted another hard and unreason- 
able point; though they claim such a right for them- 
selves in their own concerns. 

Thus the gospel reveals the thoughts of their hearts. 
Their boasted morality (if they have any) is found 
destitute of the love of God, and of truth. They profess 
to see, but are quite dark, yea, the light that shines 
around them increases their darkness. 2. Such as 
receive the gospel in the notion, and value themselves 
upon it, but are destitute of the power ; none make a 
greater parade of seeing than these, none more fatally 
blinded. They smile at a self-righteousness founded 
upon works, but are themselves in the very spirit of the 
Pharisee. An acknowledgment of the doctrines which 
they misunderstand and abuse, serves them for a righ- 
teousness ; and, trusting to this, they despise all who 
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are stricter than themselves, and dislike close and faith- 
ful preaching as they would poison. A minister may 
preach in general terms, and have their good word; 
but, if he deals faithfully and plainly with conscience, — if 
he bears testimony, not only against dead works, but 
against dead faith, they will think they do God service 
by censuring and reviling him. Awful case ! to be 
blinded by the very truths they profess and believe. 
Yet I fear it is too common. 

Hactenus fuse. We are glad to hear Mrs. B. andT. 
are well, and you so-so. I hope your cough will mend j 
we are past the solstice, and shall soon perceive the 
peep, at least the forerunners of spring. Come, May ! — 
come, June ! that we may trot down to Olney, Weston, 
Newport, Bedford. Ah, wretched creature ! will you 
dare to wish the time away ? Rather wish every minute 
was an hour, while you have so much to do, and can so 
poorly improve the little space allotted to do it in. 
Well, I wish to wait patiently. May I improve the 
interval ! June will arrive. Then, if we shall be spared, 
be alive, well, and have money in our pockets, and the 
Lord's good leave, away for Bucks ; and then I shall hope 
to share — 

A Theosophic pipe with brother B., 
Beneath the shadow of his favourite tree, 
And then how happy I ! how cheerful he ! 

But though we shall be happy together, we are not 
necessary to each other, and that's a mercy. The Lord 
is sufficient. Solus cum solo. I wish to leave it with 
him, where, or what, or how, I am to be next June, or 
to-morrow. If he be mine, all is well ; and if his will be 
done, all is right. 
My Dear is pretty well. Sally but poorly. Peggy very 
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bad. She has a return of her old nervous complaints, 
and they are very strong. Her head, like the head of a 
ship in a storm, is always in motion. The Lord seldom 
afflicts us all together, but in our turns we are taught to 
feel for and help each other. Mr. Barton is her doctor, 
under the great Physician, who, I hope, condescends to 
take her case in hand. He wounds, and he heals ; he 
does both at the best time. Your cough, I hope, will 
be silenced and melted away ere long, and you will join 
with all the spring birds in hymning the praises of the 
great Shepherd. Yes, let us love, and sing, and won- 
der, and go singing and wondering on through life, tiH 
we join the songs and admiration of the blessed before 
the throne. 

Adieu, your very true friend, 

J. M. N. 

December 24/A, '80. 



LETTER XLIX. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

When you will have a speedy letter you must make 
shift with a short one, if I cannot find time to write 
much. I hope Cardiphonia is with you by this time, 
and that it puts you in mind to pray for a blessing on 
the author and the publication. 
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I gave Mr. Buckland the receipt for Kennicot's 
Bible, within a day or two after I received it, so your 
curiosity must blame him, and not me. 

I have seen Antithelyphthora, and like it ; only it is a 
little too much out of the common road for ordinary* 
readers. Either Johnson does not know the author, or 
is not at liberty to tell. When asked the question he 
shrugs, and bows, and looks very profound. I shall 
not be the first to extort the secret from him, for I am 
seldom eager to know more than people are disposed to 
tell me. Surely I may eat, and drink, and sleep in 
peace without knowing the author of such and such a 
book. There are thousands of people on the banks of 
the Ganges, and a great way beyond it, who never 
heard even of Thelyphthora, nor, consequently, of the 
poetry and the prose written against it ; and I suppose 
that ignorance is no abatement of their happiness. 

To you who live no farther off than the banks of the 
anonymous river which waters the dead in Newport 
churchyard, it may be an important information to be 
told that the author is fabricating a third volume which 
he promises to send me, when it comes abroad. I do 
not want it, but if it comes I must read it. Fame says 
the examen in the Monthly Review, was written by a 
Mr. Turner, of Wakefield, and that he is about to pub- 
lish a round complete answer. 

Horrid times indeed! worse and worse, and I fear 
they will be worse still. But we know who is at the 
helm. What a mercy to know this ! Bishop Reynolds 
says somewhere, " Jesus will either be your pilot in the 
ship, or your plank in the sea." This is good news, and 
therefore we need not fear for ourselves ; for should we 
see a general shipwreck we shall survive it, and get safe 
to land. While we cleave to such a plank we cannot 
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sink. Bat the connexion and nnion is much nearer still. 
He is the Head, we the members. Now a man cannot 
drown while his head is above water. The members- of 
Christ are in floods and depths ; waves and billows roll 
over them, but the Head is on high, their life is hid and 
secure in him, and in good time the Lord will draw out 
the members after it. If I were as I wish to be, I 
would not fear at all for myself. I would say, " My 
all is in the Lord's hands, and there I leave it. He 
undertakes to manage and care, and I have only to sit 
still and admire his wisdom." But I would wish to be 
much affected for others. Oh, the distresses and cala- 
mities which sin occasions ! It excited, and it still con- 
tinues, the war. Ah, what a devouring sword! how 
many fatherless and widows has it made! how many 
has it plunged into eternity ! What fruitful fields are 
drenched with blood, and become wildernesses ! Sin 
raised the late terrible hurricanes. What a desolation ! 
Yet we (as a people) are stupid and insensible stiD, and 
his hand is stretched out still. 

There is a fast day coming. I shall preach two ser- 
mons, if the Lord please, and think to print one of them. 
I thought to have printed a fast sermon at Olney, and I 
have it by me written at length. With some furbishing 
and alterations it will do for the present time ; and I 
think my situation here rather requires and calls upon 
me for a public testimony. 

Cardiphonia was to come to you from Olney. Should 
there be any mistake or delay, a line to Mrs. Unwin will 
set all right. Peggy is better, goes about the house, 
but has not yet recovered her voice, not been abroad. 
Let us hear from you very soon. When do yon 
come to see Mr. Vowel, that we may get another peep 
at you ? Tell Mrs. Bull and Tommy, that we send our 
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■love and our prayers that the grace of a gracious 
Saviour may fill all our hearts, Amen. The Lord be 
with them, and with you, with my Dear, my child, my 
two maids, and all my friends, and with your affectionate. 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Hoxton, Jan. 20th. 



LETTER L. 
My Dear Friend, 

I need not be so solicitous about writing, now you 
have a number of my letters always at your elbow, 
which, excepting incidental and domestic matters, contain 
the substance of all I can say ; yet I shall be glad when 
lean now and then thank you for writing to me. 

I do not envy you your pleasure with Dr. Kennicot, 
one hundred and fifty folio pages in Latin, and upon a 
critical subject, would have taken me a year, instead of a 
month, to wade through. I have lost my acumen for 
such disquisitions, and perhaps I am as well without it. 
How many hundreds, yea thousands, of folio pages have 
I read, of which there is now hardly any trace in my 
memory ! I do not, however, account it all lost labour, 
for I remember amongst the volumes I have turned 
over, to have met somewhere this sentence, or to this 
purpose, Lege et perlege, aliquid adhcerebit. Without 
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doubt many ideas which now occasionally offer them- 
selves as my own, have been borrowed from others, 
though I have ungratefully forgotten the very names of 
my benefactors. But at my time of life it is reasonable 
to say, satis est. I now wish to learn of Mary to sit at 
the feet of Jesus, to make a transition from letter to 
spirit, from critics and commentators to that Great 
Teacher, who alone can influence the heart. 

While I was writing, enter Mr. Barton. We never 
meet I believe, but we talk more or less of a friend at 
Newport. He tells me that he has prescribed something 
to good effect, and that your pains have retreated before 
his medicines. If it be for your good I wish them never 
to return ; but if the Lord makes them messengers of 
grace and blessing to you, I dare not shut the door 
against them, were I able. 

I heard on Tuesday that the Bishop of Lichfield was 
to preach the sermon to the Society for Propagating the 
Gospel. Yesterday I purposed to be there, but when 
the hour came I forgot it. Ah, such a head ! The town 
rings of his' sermon. Many dissenters I am told were 
there. He charmed away their prejudices, and sent them 
home full of commendations. His text was Heb. xiii. 8. 
His sermon upon it admirable for sense, composition, 
and elocution, and the whole strain evangelical. I hear 
it is to be printed. His point was, as I am informed, to 
show that Jesus Christ is in all ages, to day, yesterday, 
and for ever, the same. In his personal glories, in his 
work of redemption, in his government and law. What 
a foolish head was mine to forget the appointment ! 

I am glad Cardiphonia is at hand, to put you often in 
mind of me. You see me there in my best and in my 
worst. Or, rather, you see what I am, and you may 
guess what I would be. It seems likely to sell and spread, 
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which I shall be glad of, if the Lord be pleased to accom- 
pany them with his blessing. If the letters are owned 
to comfort the afflicted, to quicken the careless, to con- 
firm the wavering, I may rejoice in the honour he has 
done me, and need not envy Johnson or Robertson. 
Surely I ought to prefer being useful to one soul, to the 
applause of twenty nations and ages. I hope I do. The 
hour is coming when the united commendation of all 
mankind will be of no more value than the good word of 
a few dirty boys in the street. I would, if possible, set 
no more value upon it now than 1 shall then ; but there 
is much tinder in my heart ; and vile, ignorant, and in- 
sufficient as I know myself to be, I can but just manage 
the handsome things that have been hinted in my hearing. 
How foolish, as well as wicked, is this self-complacence ! 
If a man commended a guinea which I called mine, it 
would not work much upon my pride, for I neither coined 
it, nor made the die ; and if I am enabled either to write 
or to speak to the purpose, neither I, nor the sin which 
dwelleth in me, have any right to praise. 

Company prevented finishing my letter before dinner, 
and now I have dined, I am stupid, and half asleep ; 
which you would soon perceive, without my telling you, 
if I do not hasten to subscribe myself, 

Your affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Feb. 17, '81. 

All pretty well, and all send love to Mr. and Mrs. B., 
and Mr. T. Miss Catlett thanks you for your remem- 
brance of her. I send her name, because you did not 
spell it right. 
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LETTER LI. 
My Dear Friend, 

Your letter has been with me about a fortnight, and 
must be answered, let who will wait. You threaten me 
and frighten me with your suspicions ; though, when yau 
apprehend that the glow of my friendship turns pale and 
languid, from a just consciousness of my own feelings, 
I attribute it rather to the atrabiliare in you, than to any 
change in myself, in hope to convince you, in defiance 
of all your surmises, that I love you dearly. I know your 
make, and therefore forgive you. 

For your other apprehensions and admonitions, I trust 
my heart thanks you. My situation is ensnaring, indeed. 
There is a littleness, a weakness, a wickedness in my 
mind, which makes me liable to be carried away like a 
dead fish down the stream, by the things you mention. 
If I am kept, it is surely by that Power which can pre- 
serve a spark alive in a tempest, or in the ocean. But, 
to the praise of His grace, I am not conscious of my 
spirit being greatly hurt hitherto. 

Though the misery I was reduced to in Africa made 
no profitable impression upon my mind at the time, I 
hope the Lord has made the recollection of it useful to 
me since ; and I may praise him that it is seldom, if ever, 
one whole day out of my thoughts. It occurs to me 
almost hourly, that the rector, the author, the hymn- 
maker, who is admitted to the notice of my lord this, my 
lady that, and to the friendship of Mr. Bull, of Newport, 
was redeemed from the lowest state of human wretched- 
ness. If it be hinted to me that I have written or said 
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something pretty or pertinent on religious subjects, I am 
reminded that the hand which wrote it, and the mouth 
which spake it, were once employed by Satan — that I was 
a most horrid blasphemer of the Saviour, whom I now 
commend. Surely no one has more emphatical cause than 
I to say, — Totum mameris hoc tut est. 

Nor is this all. The whole of my experience, since I 
began to know the Lord, has been graciously suited to 
keep me from forgetting myself altogether. Ah, what 
a series of inconsistency and perverseness am I conscious 
of! Can I be proud of pointing out rules to others 
which I so sadly deviate from myself? However, it is 
true, that notwithstanding all I have seen and known, 
and felt, and said, and done, such a heart as mine would 
soon be up if Almighty Power did not keep it down. 

I have heard of a playwright who put copies of his 
comedy into the hands of four friends to revise. When 
he came to collect the copies afterwards, he found one 
scene struck out here and there by one, another by 
another, so that amongst them they had demolished the 
whole play. The lot of Cardiphonia seems the reverse 
of this. You speak favourably of all the letters, but 
think those to the nobleman inferior to the rest. A 
gentleman of some eminence for name, taste, and lite- 
rature, at Bristol, writes me his approbation of the 
whole, but gives a peculiar preference to the nobleman's. 
Some of them, as you observed, are rather essays, be- 
cause the subjects were given me, and I was desired to 
treat them something at large, and because such parts 
of those letters which had not a reference to the subject 
were excluded. There is, likewise, a sort of deference 
when a little man writes to a great man, which will not 
admit quite so much familiarity as between people on a 
par. Yet some of them, I think, are as much epistles as 
I 
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any in the volumes ; and the style of them all, I should 
Buppose, epistolary, because I apprehend I am not pos- 
sessed of any other. However, it matters not whether 
they are essays, dissertations, sermons, or letters, so 
they may be useful. If you could tell me which the 
Lord is pleased to make most acceptable and serviceable 
to the readers, I would soon tell you which are the best 
letters in the volumes. 

I allow that the address to Mr. or Mrs. is 

vexatious to the curiosity of a reader. But you are sen- 
sible it would have been improper to print the names. 
Some of the persons are unknown to you, and when that 
is the case, it seems indifferent whether they were 
written to John Nokes, or Thomas Styles; however, 
you shall have a key to the most. Some of them would 
not wish to be known, and I shall, therefore, leave them, 
as they are to exercise your sagacity. 

Vol. i. — The two first sets you know.* Then we will 
proceed— p. 225, Mr. Barhara ; 261, Mr. Rose;t 277, 
Mr. Okeley;J 283, Mr. Powley ;§ 309, Mrs. Gardiner, 
(whom I think you know not) in Lincolnshire. Vol. ii. 
d. 39, Mrs. Talbot; 57, Mr. Jones; 81, poor Mr. 
Whitford;|| 129, Mr. Bowman ;f 155, John Ryland, 
jun. ;** 185, Dr. Ford, of Melton; 207, Sally Johnson ;ft 

* These were addressed to Lord Dartmouth, and the Rev. Thos. 
Scott. 

f Rev. Mr. Rose, son-in-law of Mr. Barham, a clergyman of 
the Church of England. 

X Rev. Francis Okeley, Moravian minister at Northampton. 

§ Rev. Matthew Powley, son-in-law of Mrs. Unwin, vicar of 
Dewsbury, Yorkshire. 

|| Rev. Mr. Whitford, Independent minister at Olney. 

^ Rev. Mr. Bowman, a clergyman in Norfolk. 

** Rev. Dr. Ryland, Baptist minister, afterwards at Bristol* 

ft Mr. Newton's servant. 
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225, Mr. Collins; 247, Mrs. Wilberforce ; 291, Mr. 
Cardale; 311, Mrs. Harvey ; 333, Rev. Mr. Bull. 

I have a fast sermon in the press, which you will see 
in good time. My Dear is better and worse, at present 
tolerably well. Peggy better, but still dumb. Sally so 
so. Betsy and I quite well. We all love you, and 
unite in love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy. Believe me 
yours, not in a languid but in a glowing degree, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 5th March, '81. 



LETTEE LII. 
My Dear Friend, 

I am pleased that you approve the fast sermon ; but I 
ought to be sorry such a picture of the state of the 
nation, (or rather a sketch, for it is no more,) is so 
palpably true, that you cannot charge me with over- 
aggravating the features. I ought to be sorry, likewise, 
that I am so little affected myself with the subject. I 
am too little impressed either with the sight of abound- 
ing sin, or the apprehension of approaching judgment. 
I live in the midst of a polluted people, and I am, alas ! 
a sharer in the general pollution ; yet do I not lay either 
the one or the other sufficiently to heart. 

A voice at length is heard from the East Indies. The 
12 
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Lord has begun to plead with us there, and I shall not 
wonder if the cries of the oppressed at length prevail, 
for an extirpation out of that quarter of the globe. To 
an eye of sense, a cloud, portending an awful storm, 
appears over us, but faith sees the hand that 'guides its 
motions, and relies on the promises by which wisdom 
and love have engaged to bring light out of the dark- 
ness. Let us believe, and we shall see the salvation of 
God. 

I hope to see Newport one of these days, but know 
not when. The time of the Lord Mayor's sermon at 
Mary Woolnoth, is not yet fixed. I must not be guilty 
of such a slight to the chief magistrate of the first city of 
the world, (to speak a-la-mode de Londres), as to be 
absent when he comes to my church. I must likewise 
(if I can) be in town on the 24th of May. Possibly the 
interval between Lord Mayor's sermon and that day, 
will not be sufficient for any journeying ; if so, it must 
be deferred till after Whitsuntide : how much longer, 
who can tell? but I hope not a moment beyond the 
right time. There is a certain day, which, for reasons 
unknown to me, is the best and fittest in the whole year 
for me to go to Bucks, and particularly to see Mr. Bull. 
But I am not almanac-maker sufficient to pick this day 
out from the rest, cL priori, by my own skill. I know 
not whether it is in May, June, or September. But 
there is One wjio knows all things, who bids me trust to 
him, and he will direct my steps — not by an audible 
voice from heaven, but by the movements of his provi- 
dence. Something shall still hinder and delay till the 
right time comes, and then all hindrances shall give way ; 
and bolts and locks, though made of brass, shall fly 
open of their own accord, without any need of my con- 
triving to pick them with false keys. There is a previous 
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question, whether the Lord sees it proper I should go at 
all to Olney and Newport this year ? Mr. Self eagerly 
says " Yes, I hope so." But Mr. Self can give no 
sufficient reason why he should not he mortified and dis- 
appointed, for he knows he deserves no better. 

My love to Miss Myers,* if still with you. May the 
Lord make and keep her peaceful, humble, spiritual, and 
give her large amends in grace and comfort for all that 
her profession has cost her. 

I am glad to hear you continue tolerably well. I hope 
the barometer of your spirits is rather up than down, and 
that you will bestow a placid smile upon my letter when 
you read. Mr. Madan has sent me an order for his 
third volume, but I have not yet seen the book, nor am I 
eager for it. It would have been better for some people 
if they had never learned to read or write. Ah, what 
are talents, if not consecrated to the Lord's service, 
and under the influence of his Spirit ! They are but 
like a sword in the hands of a madman, with which 
he indiscriminately wounds his enemies, his friends, and 
himself. Yon pity me ; I almost pity myself. I could 
like a little more leisure ; but if I am where I ought to 
be, imagination could not place me better. Yesterday I 
wandered an hour in the most retired parts of Hyde Park, 
and though it is but a rus in urbe> I thought it pleasant. 
My Dear's health is variable, like the weather — which is 
saying, she is not very ill, or long ill a^ a time. The 
Lord is good. Love to Mrs. Boll and Tommy. Fare- 
well. Pray for Hoxton. 

JOHN NEWTON. 

21st April, '81. 

* A converted Jewess, greatly opposed by her friends . she was 
then on a visit at Mr. Bull's. 
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LETTER LIIL 
My Dear Friend, 

If the Lord, before whom I walk, is pleased to favour 
my present views, I think we shall set out for Bedford on 
Whitsun-Monday. I had purposed to summon you to 
meet us there ; but I find you will be better engaged, for 
Mrs. Wilberforce will be with you. I shall hope, there- 
fore, to see her and you together, at Newport, on the 
Friday, but cannot promise it myself as a certainty at this 
distance of time. 

You are very kind to wish us to stay as long at New- 
port as you did at London. But as you are not only 
kind but considerate, I humbly submit to you what fol- 
lows ; if you please to put yourself in my place, you will 
decide rightly for me. I am your friend, but I am the 
Lord's servant, and it ought to be my desire to do not 
my own will but his. There is a certain thing called 
propriety, which I know it is his will I should aim at. 
One branch of this propriety is, not to be long from my 
good wife, Mary Woolnoth. Something tells me that I 
ought not to leave her above three Sundays. There is a 
propriety in spending as much of the first week as I can 
at Bedford. My connexion there is very intimate, and it 
is probable I shall not see my dear Mrs. Barham any 
more. There is a propriety, likewise, in making Olney 
my principal quarters. My long interest in the people — 
their late unsettled state — the possibility of being some- 
way useful in healing breaches, and helping them to re- 
ceive the blessing of Mr. Scott's ministry, and the se- 
cluded situation of dear Mr. Cowper and Mrs. Unwin, 
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are so many ties upon me to be as much there as I well 
can. There is likewise a propriety, which I cannot ex- 
plain to you, in ray going to Leicester, and of course to 
Northampton. The last propriety I shall mention, is to 
treat myself with as much of Mr. and Mrs. Bull's com- 
pany as circumstances will admit. But if my Newport 
visits should appear to you, as they certainly will to me, 
very short ; and if you should be disposed to be angry, 
I enter my appeal beforehand from your passion to your 
solid judgment. If Satan suggests that I would not very 
gladly spend the whole time of my absence from London 
at Newport if it were practicable, do not believe him. 
You know he is a liar. If he would make you think 
hardly of me for not performing impossibilities, give no 
heed to him — treat him as the accuser of the brethren 
ought to be treated. Look not at me through c coloured 
glass, but remember, if I am not a liar like him, 1 cer- 
tainly love you dearly, because I have often told you so, 
and (I hope) done all in my power to show it. 

We came hither yesterday. Should be glad to have 
you with us, but must be content with talking of you. I 
hope your Best Friend will be with us, and then we can 
make a good shift without this or the other particular 
person. I suppose John was secluded from his friends 
when at Patmos, and I suppose he hardly missed them. 
Creatures are candlelight comforts : when they are put 
out, or burn out, the sun can well supply the place of 
them all. You are often upon my mind ; or, to say it 
better, you are always in my heart. This is a truth which 
does not at all depend upon my coming or my not coming 
to Newport. 

The above was written on Thursday ; it is now Satur- 
day morning. We are returning home, and shall have 
the pleasure of Mrs. Wilberforce and Dr. Conyer's com- 
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pany to dinner. I meant to fill my paper, but the 
naughty pen will not write. I have had pleasant com- 
pany, and some outwardly pleasant walks about the park 
and heath ; but something has been wanting. My soul 
is too much like Gideon's fleece — dry ; though I cam 
perceive the dew falling around me. 

We join our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, and to 
Miss Myers, if still with you. As I shall hardly have 
time to write more to-day, I subscribe myself now moat 
affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Greenwich, \2thMay, '81. 



LETTER LIV. 
Dear Sir, 

I answered a letter of yours, by guess, from Green- 
wich, and I hope I settled matters as well as I could. 
My progress to Leicester is rather uncertain. If I do 
not go thither, shall promise myself more of your com- 
pany than I could otherwise hope for. At present we 
purpose dining with you, 9th June, if you can find us a 
bed while Mrs. Wilberforce is with you. 

When I returned on Saturday, Miss Myers called, and 
brought me a little strip of paper. She said she was 
poorly ; made but a short stay, and I have not seen her 
since. We were glad to hear that though you bad been 
ill, you were then better. 
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I have reason to be thankful that Cardiphonia seems 
acceptable among the Lord's people. It has been much 
called for, but I hear nothing of a new edition being 
wanted yet. I should think the index at the end of the 
second volume answers tolerably to what you propose. 
Most of the letters are so desultory, that it would be 
difficult to find a title to each which would comprise the 
whole subject ; but more of this when we meet. I 
shall sit in silence, to hear any remarks you make, in 
hopes of profiting by them. 

We hope to travel to Bedford in the diligence on 
Whitsun Monday. My thoughts run much upon the 
interview with my old friends— if the Lord preserves 
them and us with health and peace, and especially if be 
be pleased to meet us, and to cause our hearts to burn 
within us. Otherwise we shall only yawn, and trifle 
away our precious time. If a parcel of empty pots should 
meet together, with the charitable design of filling each 
other, they would all be disappointed ; but place them 
by a fountain, or under a running pipe, there they might 
first receive, and then communicate. You will pray, 
therefore, for us, — first, that we may have a safe and 
prosperous journey to you ; and secondly, that we may 
not come in vain, or alone. 

Mr. Madan and I have, at length, closed our corres- 
pondence. He desires to be excused reading any more 
of my letters on the subject. My last I endeavoured 
should be very faithful, but I think I wrote with affection 
and respect. But he is as angry as a wasp. Indeed, I 
do not wonder at it. He says he is baited ; and I think 
so, too ; so many have set upon him — some biting him 
in one part, and some in another. Two answers are still 
expected, which will give him as much trouble as any 
that have yet appeared. One, which will be a regular 
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attack, by the author of the articles in the " Monthly 
Review;" another, with the droll title of "Martin's 
Hobby Hocked and Pounded." This is in the press, and 
I suppose will be out in time for me to bring it down. 
The author, though he does not affect to write scholasti- 
cally, is very shrewd ; and I think will succeed in cutting 
the sinews of poor hobby, so that it will be more easy 
than necessary to pound the creature, after being ham- 
strung. 

I am, however, almost weary of the business, and begin 
to wish Thelyphthora was in the land of oblivion, as I 
think it will be soon, when once all the answers have spent 
their fire. My apprehensions of the mischiefs the book 
may do begin to subside, but my apprehensions for the 
author rather increase. 

Company is come, and dinner is coming, so no more 
at present, (but love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy.) 

From your affectionate friend, and so forth, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

C. Square, May 26, '81. 
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LETTER LV. 
Monsieur, mon Cher Ami, 

If I had your leisure, and you had my inclination, we 
should exchange letters more frequently. You seem 
determined not to write first, and I am hardly able to 
write at all. But, if the Lord is with you, and you are 
pretty well, why should you puzzle yourself about folks 
that are fifty miles dittant ? 

The Lord is very gracious to us. My Dear is still 
favoured with very tolerable health, and preaching six 
or seven times per week (now Mr. Foster is absent) 
agrees wondrously well with me, this hot weather. I 
eat heartily, sleep soundly, and I believe continue to grow 
fat. I am often favoured with liberty in public, which 
sometimes amazes me, when I consider what I am con- 
scious of in private. 

My late visit to Bedford, Newport, and Olney, left a 
pleasant savour upon my mind ; and the recollection of 
incidents which, by the Lord's blessing, may be profit- 
able, remains upon my mind. I was glad to find and 
leave you so well, for you seemed to me better than at 
any time since I have known you. I hope you will con- 
tinue mending, till you are as sound and hearty as an 
oak. I mean, if so much health may be good for you. 
But if indispositions, etc., are means by which the Lord 
designs good for your soul, then I must consent that you 
be afflicted. It is better to be sick or low-spirited, than 
to be proud or careless, or to write foolish books, or to 
do foolish things, to make the church weep, and the 
world laugh. 

Public affairs look darker still, expectation is on tiptoe, 
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waiting for hourly news from all parts abroad, but fore- 
boding that- the news whenever it comes, or from what- 
ever quarter, will be distressing. I am afraid what we 
next hear from America will not be pleasing. That 
unhappy country is still likely to be a scene of desolation, 
and our own people there to sink under the weight of 
pretended successes. In the West Indies, Tobago is 
gone, and perhaps by this time some other of our 
islands. And the cry of oppression in the East Indies 
seems at length to have awakened judgment there. I 
think of the words, •• In those days the Lord began to 
cut Israel short." He seems about to cut us short on 
all sides. Yet the spiiit of the nation seems like the 
thoughtless mariner asleep on the top of the mast, 
regardless of the danger, which is increasing every day. 
Yet still I hope there is mercy. The gospel spreads*— 
grace reigns — the number of praying souls are upon the 
increase, and their prayers I trust will be heard. We 
are sure that the Lord reigns, that the storm is guided 
by the hands which were nailed to the cross, and that 
as he loves his own he will take care of them. But they 
who have not an ark to hide themselves in, will probably 
weep and wail before the indignation be overpast. 

Blessed be God, for the prospect of a land of peace, 
where sin and every sorrow will be excluded. There we 
shall have a day without cloud and without night. The 
sun shall go down no more, the voice of war shall be 
heard no more. The inhabitants shall feel pain no more, 
shall weep no more, shall go out no more. Then no 
more unsanctiued, and therefore no more unsatisfied 
desires. Oh what a state of love, life, and joy, when we 
see Jesus as he is ! and by beholding, are changed into 
his image, and made (according to the utmost capacity 
of our natures) perfectly like him. 
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Well it shall, it will come, it approaches nearer every 
hour. Lore to Mrs. Ball, Tommy, Mr. Fordham, not 
forgetting Mr. Goode, when you see him. 

I am your sincere friend and brother, servant, and 
fellow pilgrim, etc., 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 26th July, '81. 



LETTER LVL 

My Dear Friknd, 

It is not for you and me who know that the Lord does 
all things, and believe that he does all things well, it is 
not for us to shake our heads and say, Alas ! alas ! I wish 
it was otherwise. I trust he has adjusted the time of 
your coming to London to answer important purposes, 
and then I ought to be well pleased, though my own 
humour and feelings be crossed by it. We thank you 
for your kind intention of spending some of your first 
days with us, and glad we shall be to^have you '* from 
morn till noon, from noon till dewy eve." But at present 
we cannot lodge you. Peggy has been so ill these ten 
days past, with convulsions in her head, that we are 
obliged to have two supernumeraries to assist, so that 
our house is quite full. Through mercy she is something 
better, and if you will spend some of the latter days of 
your time instead of the former, I hope we shall be 
ready to receive you. 
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I shall be glad to see you here on Monday to take 
a dish of tea and a pipe, and then for me to convey you 
to your lodgings. But for your own sake I ought 
honestly to give you better advice. It is probable, that 
after travelling from Newport, when you come to sit 
down and have smoked your pipe, you will not wish to 
have farther to go that night. I advise you, therefore, 
to take a coach at Islington (for you have no business at 
the inn except you take pleasure in riding over the 
stones) and repair to John Street, when if I have no 
unforeseen prevention, I will either be waiting for you or 
come soon after your arrival, and stay till towards seven 
o'clock. But if I should be hindered, then you are to 
wait upon me to breakfast, Tuesday morning. [N.B. 
the walk will do you good] and we will march from hence 
to the city — to Stafford Hall, to Cole's Coffee House, or 
whither you please. 

If I knew, to a certainty, by what vehicle you come, 
and the hour, I would meet you at Islington, but for 
want of information on these heads, which I cannot 
receive in time, waiting upon the road would be un- 
pleasant, and therefore I can propose no better than as 
above. Hoping so soon to see you, I shall only add, at 
present, my prayers and best wishes for your safe and 
comfortable journey, and to assure you that we all love 
you, and long to have a peep at you. Give our hearty 
love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, and tell Mrs. Bull that 
so sure as you come in our way, we will do all in our 
power to take care of you, and make you easy. 

I am affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Hoxton, September 1, '81. 
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LETTER LVII. 
My Dear Friend, 

Your safe return to Newport, your good health and 
tranquillity, while smoking your pipe and writing, were 
all pleasing articles of information. When you mourn, 
I lament ; when you pipe, I dance. 

Yes, dear Mrs. Barham is gone home. She lived 
honourably, and died peaceably. Were I to preach a 
funeral sermon, I should say but little about her ; but I 
would make the people stare, if I could, by telling them 
what a wonderful Friend she had ; one who paid all her 
debts, and who was so attentive to her, that his eye was 
never off her by night or day for a long number of years ; 
one who, by looking at her, could sweeten her pains, 
renew her strength, and fill her with wisdom, grace, and 
peace. It was to his praise, and not to hers, that she 
filled up every character and relation of life with propriety, 
endured pain with cheerfulness, and gave an edify tog and 
memorable example to all around her. It was this kind 
Friend first introduced me to her, and I was honoured 
with her friendship because she believed I loved her 
Friend. Well, she is gone, and I am a loser ; but I do 
not wish her back again. She is gone to see her best 
Friend ; and I hope, one day, to see her with him. If 
she could speak to us now, would she not say, " Be not 
slothful, but followers of them, who through faith and 
patience inherit the promises ?" 

I believe you are indebted to me for Mr. Bridge's visit. 
I met him at Mr. Wilkinson's, and we happened to talk, 
amongst other things, of my Newport ale. It seems he 
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had a mind to taste of it, which I hardly expected, for 
he is a prodigious high churchman, and rather disposed 
to stand aloof both from dissenters and methodists. He 
is, however, a good man, and a faithful preacher ; indeed, 
you were not a little honoured (if you could think so) by 
his calling upon you. 

I can, at length, tell you, there are some hopes of 
Peggy's recovery. The terrible spasms which used to 
seize her, whenever she attempted to take either food or 
drink, are much abated. For about a fortnight, we could 
not but fear she must have been starved to death. I 
believe Mr. Barton has seldom met with a case more 
posing to his skill. But the Lord seems to have led him, 
in the last change of medicine, to such means as he is 
pleased to give a blessing to. Mr. Barton's kindness, 
attention, and frequent attendance, have been very great ; 
and the Lord has provided us, in Molly Parson's sister, 
a person who fills up Peggy's place, during her confine- 
ment, quite to our wish ; so that the harmony and con- 
fidence of our family is still kept up as before. Thus He 
mixes mercies with his chastisements — especially as my 
Dear continues pretty well, I love to see and notice his 
providential hand in every circumstance of domestic life. 
Trivial as they may seem singly, they are often of great 
importance to us in their consequences ; and therefore 
He, in whose sight all the nations of the earth are but as 
the drop of a bucket, condescends to direct them. 

Truditur dies die. We are insensibly slipping into the 
winter season. By-and-bye, we expect frost, snow- 
storms, and rain ; short, lowering days, and long, gloomy 
nights. A few weeks or months of these inclement 
changes will prepare us (if we live) to value and welcome 
the return of spring, which will soon pass away to make 
room for summer, autumn, and then winter again. Thus 
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things go round, but erery season brings us a stage 
nearer to an eternal year of perpetual spring — a day with- 
out night, where our sun shall be clouded or go down no 
more. Happy prospect ! We shall not always be as 
we are now. We are now at school, learning to sing the 
song of redeeming love, and, ere long, we shall be trans- 
lated to sing it before the throne. 

Our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, to Mr. Scott and 
Mr. Cowper when you see them ; and pray go see them 
soon, then, if you are honest, you will say I sent you. 

I think Mr. Scott has a crook in his lot.* 

* The following extract from a letter from Mr. Cowper to Mr. 
Newton, will explain this allusion. 

" Mr. Bull is an honest man. We have seen him twice since 
he received your orders to march hither, and faithfully told us 
that it was in consequence of those orders that he came. He dined 
with us yesterday ; we were all in pretty good spirits, and the day 
passed very agreeably. It is not long since he called on Mr. 
Scott ; Mr. Rahan came in. Mr. Bull began addressing himself 
to the former : ' My friend, you are in trouble ; you are unhappy ; 
I read it in your countenance/ Mr. Scott replied, 'He had been 
so, but he was better.' ' Come, then/ says Mr. Bui', ' I will 
expound to you the cause of all your anxiety. You are too 
common ; you make yourself cheap. Visit your people less ; con- 
verse more with your own heart. How often do you speak to 
them in the week V ' Thrice ;' « Ay, there it is ! Your sermons 
are an old ballad ; your prayers are an old ballad ; and you are an 
old ballad too.' ' I would wish to tread in the steps of Mr. Newton.' 
' You do well to follow his steps in all other instances, but in this 
instance you are wrong, and so was he. Mr. Newton trod a path 
which no man but he could have used so long as he did, and he 
wore it out long before he went from Olney. Too much famili- 
arity and condescension cost him the estimation of his people. 
He thought he should ensure their love, to which he had the best 
possible title, and by those very means he lost it. Be wise, my 
friend ; take warning ; make yourself scarce, if you wish that per- 

i of little understanding should know how to prize you.' " When 
K 
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It will be good and charitable in you to see him often* 
to clap him on the back and say, Be of good courage* 
The ride will be useful to you, and while you attempt to 
water others, you will be watered yourself. Do not 
burn out in waste, like a candle in an empty room ; but 
ride about for the consolation and edification of yoqr 
fellow-creatures ; but allow yourself time to write to 

Your poor friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
13 Oct. '81. 



LETTER LVIII. 

Dear Sir, 

Your trusty paper messenger told me every thing 
that you bid it. I am not surprised that a little of the 
gloom of November should tinge your spirits ; but I 
hope as the weather is bright again, your barometer 
will stand higher when you read my letter than when 
you wrote your own. However that be, I shall venture 
to address you with the Angel's salutation, " Hail, thou 
that art highly favoured ! The Lord is with thee." You 
live in a strong city, which has salvation itself for 

he related to us this harangue, so nicely adjusted to the case of 
the third person present, it did us both good ; and, as Jacques 
says, 

" It made my lungs to crow like chanticleer.*' 

See Southty's " Cowper," vol. iv. 140.— E». 
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walls and bulwarks; your frequent changes are num- 
bering off apace, and the last when it comes (I hope a 
good round number of years hence) will introduce you 
to a state of unchangeable and endless peace and joy. 
With such a home in view, the trials we may meet upon 
the road are of no great comparative importance. Let 
us not be weary in doing or suffering the Lord's will, 
for in due season we shall reap. 

I am glad you have a pupil* to send to Oxford ; and I 
have no doubt but the Lord will support and own you for 
what you do for his sake. I am not competent how to advise 
you about the disposal of your pupil, being quite a stranger 
to the maxims and methods of the University. If Basil 
Woodd,f whom you know, or young Goode,J are there, 
they can give you better information. The principal of 
Edmund Hall is a very respectable character ; but I am, 
told, as he is far in years, he does not concern himself 
much with the business of the college, it lies chiefly with 
the tutor. I know there are several serious young men 
in different colleges, but which college is the least expen- 
sive, or best calculated to answer your views I know not. 
I hope He who guided Abraham's servant will direct 
your choice. 

I am glad you have been to see Mrs. Unwin and Mr. 
Cowper. He sent me an account of what you said to Mr. 
Scott, coram Mr. Raban. I think it was well said. The 
truth is, the next time I am young, and begin to preach 
in a country place, I intend not to do just as I did at 

* Afterwards the Rev. Thomas Bull, late rector of Eldon, Nor- 
folk. He was related to Mr. Bull. 

f Afterwards Rev. B. Woodd, late rector of Drayton, Beau- 
champ, and minister of Bentinck Chapel, Marylebone. 

% Afterwards Rev. W. Goode, rector of St. Ann's, Blackfriars, 
London. 

K 2 
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Olney. Particularly, I will have all the work to myself 
in public meetings, except the singing. Our prayer 
meetings and praying men were, I think, useful for the 
first seven years, upon the whole ; but afterwards great 
inconveniences ensued. However, it is all well, and will 
be well with Mr. Scott. Often the wisdom we acquire 
by experience, comes too late to be applied to the occa- 
sions which first taught it us ; but then it is ready 
against other occasions after. 

I have printed, very privately, a letter to my parishio- 
ners, and sent one under cover and seal to every house- 
keeper. I would have sent you one, if I had a frank. 
The next time you ride to Mr. Cowper's, you may see it. 
With our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, 

I remain most sincerely yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
17th Nov., '81. 

Commend me to your Lord and mine, when you are 
with him. I hope I long to know, and love, and trust, 
and serve him better than I have yet done. They say, 
whoever looked at the Gorgon was transformed into a 
stone, — such are the effects of sin. But, oh ! for such a 
sight of Jesus in the glass of the gospel, as might trans- 
form my heart from stone to be a heart all over love to 
Him who has loved me. My love to the young married 
folks at Pury* when you see them, and to Miss Flower, if 
there. 

* Rev. John Goode, then of Potter's Pury, Northamptonshire, 
afterwards of White-row, Spitalfields, London. 



y Google 



REV. JOHN NEWTON. 133 



LETTER LIX % 
My Dear Mr. Boll, 

If I was strictly to do nothing by partiality, I should 
not answer your letters within six months, having some, 
and from persons whom I love, lying by me, of a still 
longer date than I have mentioned. But if I have a 
strong predilection in your favour, I cannot help it, and 
I hope it is not sinful to indulge it, so as to take you out 
of course. Then I consider you, if not as actually an 
invalid, at least a malade imaginaire; and I know that 
imaginary illnesses are, to those who are affected by them, 
realities, and call for real compassion. I hope and be- 
lieve you will long survive all the bad effects of your Ox- 
ford expedition. 

The great State Ship seems to be getting apace into 
shoal water, and I fear will b3 aground soon. Things go 
on from bad to worse ; and humiliation seems as little 
thought of as ever. But though she should, (like Paul's 
ship), be broken all to pieces, the Lord's people on board 
her shall get safe to the heavenly shore. We need not, 
we ought not, to fear for ourselves ; but who can help 
being affected with the case of the many, who have no 
ears to hear the Lord's voice, no eye to see his hand, in 
the awful calamities our sins have brought upon us ! May 
I not rather say, Who is sufficiently affected ? I am sure 
I am not. Trade is much at a stand — bankruptcies in- 
crease — the distresses of the poor are likely to be great, 
especially if the new year should bi ing us, (as I expect,) 
a hard frost. Oh, what a mischievous thing is sin ! how 
does it fili the world with variety of woe I But our Lord 
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says to his people, See that ye he not troubled. He will 
take care of us while here, and by and by we shall be re- 
moved to a better soil and a better climate, where we 
shall never be disturbed by the din of war ; and those 
who are yet unborn will reap benefit from the present 
troubles. The Lord reigns : he governs the world, and 
let men contrive and plot as they will, they are all instru- 
ments in his hand, and shall in the end bring nothing to 
pass, but what is worthy of his wisdom and goodness to 
appoint or permit. Even the wrath of men shall praise 
him. And what man in his wrath or ambition would do 
if he could, if it be not a part of the Lord's wise plan, 
shall fail and evaporate. Pharaoh, Sennacherib, and other 
boasters, who expected to carry every thing before them 
according to their own wills, had their bounds and com* 
missions, beyond which they could not pass. When they 
attempted it, they quickly found a hook and bridle in 
their jaws, and were stopped, turned, and confounded. 
It is just so in modern times : when mortals speak proudly, 
the Lord is above them. He takes the wise in their own 
craftiness. He blows upon their schemes, and they break 
like a bubble upon the waters. Let us rejoice that this 
God, who poureth contempt upon princes, is our God* 
Whatever storms and floods arisen we are in the ark, 
which is under the protection and the pilotage of Hina 
that loved us, and gave himself for us. 

My Dear is sometimes poorly, but, upon the whole, 
pretty well. Sally has many complaints, and so has the 
other Sally, sister to Charles's wife, who supplies Peggy's 
place ; but we livg in peace, and do tolerably well. Our 
little girl and myself are favoured with good strong 
health. We all send our love to you, love to Mrs. BuU 
and Tommy. I hope you pray often, and earnestly, for 
us. You are seldom long out of my mind. Tn par. 
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ticular, it is usual with me to pay you a mental visit on a 
Saturday evening, when I suppose you are thinking 
about the business of the morrow. 

My texts on Christmas-day were Heb. ii. 14, 15 ; and 
in the evening, John ix. 39. I shall want two for New- 
year's day, but am not yet provided. The hour of prayer 
and supper is just at hand (nine o'clock), and therefore 
I must bid you a good night. The Lord bless you, and 
your affectionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
28th Dec. '81. 



LETTER LX. 
Mr Dbar Sir, 

I found your letter last night after I came home, thank 
you for it. My texts on New-year's day were, forenoon, 
Fs. lxxi. 9 ; in the evening, 1 ChroD. xxviii. 9 ; the latter 
for the young people, the former for the old, not forgetting 
myself. I am drawing nearer and nearer to the season 
which David either expected or felt. I observe that the 
aged believer has no additional claim upon the Lord, who 
might have rejected him when he first came, and now at 
last might justly cast him off, as to any plea he can offer 
for himself; for his services have been all defective or 
defiled, and he must confess himself unprofitable and on- 
faithful. But his plea, in the name of Jesus, is strong 
and sure* 

Many reasons teach him the need of this prayer. As 



y Google 



136 LETTERS OF THB 

his graces are still imperfect, so his powers are feelingly 
upon the decline. It was hut little he could do, at the 
hest, and now less and less. 

He feels other props and comforts dropping off apace. 
When he was young he had warm spirits and pleasing 
prospects; hut now what a change of the friends in 
which he once delighted ! In some he has found incon- 
stancy ; they have forsaken and forgotten him, and 
others have been successively taken away by death. 
They have fallen like the leaves in autumn, and now he 
stands almost a naked trunk. If any yet remain, he is 
expecting to lose them likewise, except he himself is 
taken from them. H 

Old age abates, and gradually destroys, the relish of 
such earthly comforts as might be otherwise enjoyed. 
Pains, infirmities, loss of sleep and appetite, the failure 
of sight, hearing, and all the senses, are harbingers, like 
Job's messengers, arriving in close succession to tell him 
that death is upon his progress, and not far distant. See 
Eccles. xii. ; 2 Sam. xix. 34, 35. If youth has no 
security, age has no possibility of escaping. Now if he 
be not comforted from the Lord, to what other 
quarter can he look ? But though friends fail, cisterns 
burst, gourds wither, strength declines, and death ad- 
vances ; do not Thou forsake me, and all is well. And 
this is not a helpless cry, but the prayer of faith, founded 
upon sure promises, and shall be answered. The Lord 
will not cast off his people. 

This subject does not directly suit you at present; 
but if you live long enough, you will be old in time, and 
therefore I sent you«a little sketch of my sermon. 

I wish poor old England had a heart suited to this 
prayer. The nation has had a time of manhood, strength, 
and bloom. But it is now greyheaded, weak, and doting ; 
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and, alas ! its grey hairs are not found in the ways of 
righteousness. Yet I have a good hope the Lord will 
not utterly cast off this sinful nation, so as to abandon it 
to the will of his enemies. He has a remnant, and a 
work among us, and I hope the word is, ' Destroy it not, 
for a blessing is in it/ We must be brought down, 
impoverished, and put to shame. His glory requires it ; 
and if we love his name, we must not be greatly sorry 
for those dispensations which are necessary to convince 
the nation and the world that the Lord is God. The 
bulk of a people called Christian, do not know that the 
Lord is God ; but it is a truth they must learn, whatever 
the acquisition may cost. 

I wish I could feel as I ought — for myself — for the 
churches — for the nation. I wonder not that our plans 
have been wrong, and all our expectations defeated. 
Delirani reges, plectuntur Achivi. But sin is the cause. 
If we had not provoked the Lord, he would have pre- 
sided in our councils ; and so far as war had been neces- 
sary and right, he would have given our commanders 
wisdom, union, fidelity, and success. Still it shall be 
well with them that sigh and mourn before him, and 
whose eyes affect their hearts. 

May the Lord make this new year a good and happy 
one to you and Mrs. Bull and Tommy. We join in 
love. 

I am sincerely yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Hoxton, 3 Jan '82. 
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LETTER LXI. 
My Dbar Gintlb Bull, 

* * * * * 

I hops Tommy has lost his ague, and Mrs. Bull con- 
tinues well. Love to both from both your poor friends 
here. Peggy was so well as to visit us on Saturday ; but 
when I returned her visit on Monday, she was very poorlv 
again. 

All the illnesses in Guy's Hospital are but feeble types 
of the various symptoms of that worst of diseases, sin. 
The best earthly physicians are still men — feeble emblems 
of Him who healeth soul and body with a word. His 
name is Jesus. He comes to- the poor as readily as to 
the rich ; he takes no fees ; and no case ever miscarried 
in his hand. To him I commend you, and all your com- 
plaints. 

I am your most affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Eoston, January 24, '82. 
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LETTER LXII. 
Mr Dear Sir, 

Thrt say the charaelion assumes a variety of colours, 
according to the colour of different objects near him* 
Thus changeable are my feelings often when I am read- 
ing your letters. One paragraph makes me look bright, 
for you are pretty well, and in good spirits. Perhaps 
the very next is almost filled with the words pain, weak- 
ness, dejection, and the like ; then my heart puts on a 
sable hue, and assimilates itself to your complaints. 
But, perhaps, before the letter closes, your complaints 
are forgotten, your spirits revive, and mine likewise, of 
course. Upon the whole, cheerfulness predominates with 
me, because I consider your comforts as real and abiding, 
and your complaints as rather imaginary and transitory. 

We were glad to hear that you and Sir Thomas had 
a safe and good journey home, and that Mrs. Bull was 
in less pain than when you left her. My wishes for her 
are, 1st, that her affliction may be sanctified ; and then, 
2nd, that, if the Lord please, it may be relieved and re- 
moved. He is the best physician and surgeon ; he can 
make the lame walk, and heal a wound, whether it be in 
the leg or in the heart ; yea, he wounds only to heal, 
and afflicts us that he may thereby take occasion to com- 
fort us. I trust she feels herself safe in his merciful 
hands, and believes that he will surely do her good. If 
we suffer, it shall neither be in vain, nor for a long 
lime. Yet a while, and he will change these vile bodies, 
and fashion them according to the pattern of his own 
glorious body. What a thought is that ! Could we 
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have dared to hope for so much, if he had not promised 
it? No; it would have been presumption; but, now 
God has promised it, it were presumption to question his 
word. 

It seemed high time for me to write, and yet I find 
nothing at hand to fill up the paper. Shall I touch upon 
politics ? We have revolutions and changes, but the 
newspapers (my chief sources of intelligence) have told 
you all the Lord is doing, and will do something wor- 
thy of himself; this we may be sure of. As to the par- 
ticulars, we must wait the openings of his Providence ; 
and, since we already know that the sum total will be, 
all is right, we may wait with patience and confidence. 
At present, we seem to have some distant prospect, at 
least, of peace ; a blessing which appears to me of such 
great importance, that I am not very solicitous as to the 
terms by which it may be attained. It seems, the outs 
are now to be the ins, and the ins the outs ; and I sup- 
pose a new ministry will be attended with a new oppo- 
sition ; for these things, among us, seem to be as much 
of course, as that a shadow should be inseparable from 
the body. In the meantime, my part, as a Christian, is 
to be quietly subject to " the powers that be ;" for they 
are all (whether they intend it or not) busy in accom- 
plishing the will of my Lord. In the great ship of the 
nation, I am only a passenger ; the mariners will never 
consult me about the course they should steer, nor re- 
gard my advice if I should give it them unasked. If 
I have any office on board, it is, at most, but that of a 
chaplain, who, though he has no hand in the navigation, 
is doubtless engaged, by both character and interest, to 
pray for a good voyage ; and that He, who has the wind 
and weather at his disposal, may, in mercy, bring the 
poor tempest-tossed vessel safely through the storm. 
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Surely man walketh in a vain shew : surely he dis- 
quiets himself in vain. What a bustle are a parcel of 
immortals in about the momentary concerns of the pre- 
sent life ! Playing at blindman's-buff, and several being 
blind-folded for things that will not profit. And while 
the bandage before their eyes hinders them from seeing 
they are upon the edge of a precipice, in the midst of 
their eager play they slip, they fall in succession one after 
the other — they are inevitably, irrevocably gone, and 
their places know them no more ; but others crowd in 
to fill up their vacancies, and the play still goes on. 
With what a mixture of compassion and indignation may 
we conceive the holy angels beholding what is transact- 
ing upon the earth ! 

Adored be the gracious Saviour, who took the bandage 
from our eyes, withdrew us from the dangerous brink, to 
sit in peace and safety at his feet. 

Now, if we are wise to know our privilege, all the 
commotions around us need not affect us any more (as to 
our own personal concernments) than the rattling of the 
storm against the wall, when we are sitting snug within 
doors by the fire-side. Yet it becomes us to pity those 
who are found in the street exposed without shelter to 
the fury of the tempest. 

I shall be very glad to receive the book of letters you 
mention, which I should not have sent amongst the rest 
to Newport, if I had not been inattentive through 
haste. 

Love from us both to Mrs. Bull and Mr. Tommy. 
Continue to pray for us, and may the Lord bless you and 
yours. 

I am your affectionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Hoston, 22rd March, '82. 
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LETTEE LXm. 

Mt Dear Friend, 

Thanks for your letter, and I will thank the Lord for 
putting out the St. Anthony's fire, for relieving Mrs. 
Bull, and for removing Tommy's fever. He is a tender 
plant ; I can conceive something of your feelings when he 
is threatened. I hope he will be spared for your comfort, 
and am sure he will if it be upon the whole best ; if other- 
wise, I doubt not but He who has supported you under 
former trials, would still give you proofs of his all-suffi- 
ciency, and enable you to acquiesce in the appointments 
of his wisdom. 

Mr. Clayton lately called upon me, to tell me, that 
many persons are seriously thinking of establishing a new 
academy, upon a liberal ground, for preparing young mea 
for the ministry — in which the greatest stress might be 
laid upon truth, life, spirituality ; and the least stress pos- 
sible upon modes, forms, and non-essentials — that it must 
be at a moderate distance from London — that, in fact, 
Newport was the place fixed upon, for the sake of one 
Mr. Bull, who lives there, and who it was hoped would 
accept the superintendency. He said some talked of 
a much larger sum, but that he himself made no doubt 
but so far as 500/. per annum would be readily subscribed 
to promote so good a design. 

He then said it was his request, and the desire of many 
of his friends, that I would draw up a plan for the form- 
ing such an academy, and likewise that I would write to 
you upon the subject. 

The design met my hearty approbation, as it stood 
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connected with Mr. Bull, who I said appeared to me the 
most proper person I could think of, to undertake it. As 
to my drawing up a plan, I half promised to write my 
thoughts of it — that is, I mean to tell Mr. Clayton, hy 
letter, how I should sketch out such an institution, if I 
lived in Utopia or Otahette, and could have the manage- 
ment of things my own way. If they can pick any hints 
worthy of notice from such an attempt, they shall be wel- 
come to them; but to draw a formal plan how an academy 
should be regulated in this enlightened age and country, 
and to hit such a medium as might unite and coalesce the 
respectable Dissenters and Methodists, who seem willing 
to promote this business, might savour too much of pre- 
sumption in one who was never either at university or 
academy himself, but rather spent the time which other 
young men employ in study, in the wilds of Africa. 

However, feeling myself rather awkward as to the ser- 
vice assigned me, I told Mr. Clayton I should wish to 
hear from you first, expecting that a sketch from you 
would, in a measure, illuminate me, and qualify me for 
the undertaking. 

I wish, therefore, to know something of your mind 
and views, and the sooner the better. It is a service I 
have long wished to see you more fully engaged in, and 
am not willing to see that time which might be better 
employed, taken up in the instruction of boys. 

There is much thirst for the gospel in Lancashire i 
people willing to hear, and actually more congregations 
formed than preachers can be procured for. A Mr. 
Gardiner, from Lancaster, has been long in town. He 
seems a lively, understanding man. A part of his busi- 
ness is to procure preachers, if he can ; but the situation 
is so distant, and the service not over pleasing to flesh 
and blood. Grace, humility, zeal, self-denial, and ex- 
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tempore speaking, are requisites. He says there are 
now two congregations, in particular, that afford a good 
prospect : in the one, if the minister can live upon 100/. 
per year ; in the other, if he can live by faith in the 
promises. He desired me to ask if your Mr. Fordham 
is ready to take the field ; if he would like such a ser- 
vice ; if you think it would suit him, etc. I must just 
add, Love, love, love, and wish you all a good night. 

I am always and very much your 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 17 th April '82. 



LETTEE LXIV 
Monsieur, My Dear Friend, 

My little portion of retired time is so much engrossed 
by the academy business, that I can hardly afford ten 
minutes to write a line by Mrs. Wilberforce. Yet I 
would wish you to know that I am not unmindful of 
you. My work grows upon my hands, and is likely to 
be a volume ; and, after all, not what Mr. Clayton 
asked for — an academy for England, but for Utopia. 
But if the Lord enables me to drop some hints that may 
be useful to the design, I shall be thankful. Some 
people may perhaps think it a satire upon present aca- 
demies, but this was not my intention. I think one 
more writing forenoon may bring me to a conclusion ; 
but then I must transcribe it. For though my first 
thoughts are usually my best, in the main, yet it is so 
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carelessly and badly written, with so many carets, so 
many words interlined, and scratched out, and put one 
for another, that few people but myself can cleverly 
decipher it. I will go on, with my best speed : indeed, 
I must, for I cannot comfortably attend to anything else 
till it be finished. This week Dr. and Mrs. Ford, of 
Melton, honour us by residing under our roof, notwith- 
standing which, I have written daily, excepting yester- 
day. To-day I shall be out from morning to night, and 
what to-morrow will permit I know not ; but I know 
that we love you, and Mrs. Bull, and Tommy, and that I 
must hasten to subscribe myself, 

Yours, affectionately, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
2nd May, '82. 



LETTER LXV. 
My Dear Friend, 

I finished the task Mr. Clayton assigned me about 
ten days ago, and put it into his hands. I understand 
it has passed from him, and is passing into other hands. 
Your curiosity to see it, I am told, is upon tip-toe ; but 
it must wait awhile. I suppose it will not return to me 
for some time. 

I have had the pleasure of pleasing my employer, at 
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least ; and perhaps a few of every party may like it ; but 
I expect many of all the parties concerned will not much 
admire my plan. I have given my sentiments undis- 
guised and at large, without much caring who is pleased 
or displeased ; for as I live in Utopia, it is of no im- 
portance to me what the people who live at such a dis- 
tance as London are pleased to think of me. 

The most flattering sentiment I form of my perform- 
ance is, that though I have filled seven sheets of post 
paper with very close writing, I have a good hope there 
will hardly be found a single period which will meet 
with your disapprobation. Your good opinion is of 
more consequence to me than that of others, because you 
are a nearer neighbour to me ; for you live, or at least 
frequently reside, in Utopia as well as myself. Though 
you and I are both originals in our way, have our separate 
and distinct peculiarities, and, consequently, cannot be 
exactly alike, yet it appears to me, (absit invidia,) that I 
have the honour to think more with you, upon the 
whole circle of our professional subjects, than with any 
minister I know ; and accordingly, I expect that you will 
approve in a manner of the whole and every part of my 
plan ; whereas I can hardly think of any other friend of 
mine who may not find something to object to here 
and there. But if I should be disappointed in this my 
sanguine expectation, and have not come so near your 
views as I think, you must let me down as softly as you 
can, for fear the mortification should hurt me, and I 
should feel too much when constrained to say, Ah miser / 
quanta spe decidi. 

The scene of my play is laid in Utopia ; the acts, or 
heads, are four : — 

I. The situation, why not too near the metropolis, 
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nor too far from it, bat about a moderate day's journey 
of fifty or fifty-one miles. 

II. The choice of the tutor. I will not tell you that 
it is your picture drawn from the life. It is suffi- 
cient if I have hit off a general idea of what you wish 
to be. 

III. The choice of pupils. Why they must be serious, 
capable, and having desires already towards the ministry 
upon just and solid grounds. 

IV. Their studies and line of conduct. What they 
are to learn and do ; and what they are not to learn nor 
do. If this part should be thought a satire upon some 
academies, I can honestly say I did not intend it as 
such. I do not mean to meddle with any body's affairs 
but my own, I set out with a simple desire of tracing 
the clue of truth whithersoever it might lead me. 

Mr. Clayton seems to hint it must be printed. I 
shall not be unwilling, if it be proposed. I suppose he 
does not mean published, but a number of copies to be 
taken off for the perusal of friends. If so, it will come 
abroad under the signature of Omicron. 

It is an important subject, and I care not who knows 
my opinion of it, as I seemed providentially called to it. 
That a Dissenting minister should be sent by Dissenters 
to me for a plan of an academy seemed so extraordinary, 
that after a few fears lest my shoulders should be 
too weak for the burden, I complied with readiness, 
almost as if Gabriel had been sent to set me to 
work. 

Tell Mrs. Bull and Tommy that we love them. My 
Dear is at present but poorly : Sally Johnson is poorly ; 
Sally B. but poorly ; and poor Peggy still in the hos- 
pital, and very poorly. Miss Newton, as we sometimes 
call her, and her Papa are, through mercy, in full health. 
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Praise the Lord for his goodness to us, and pray him to 
sanctify our comparatively light crosses. 

Believe me always and affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Charles' Square, 25th May, 1782. 



LETTEE LXYI. 
My Dear Friend, 

I set about the task Mr. Clayton gave me with good 
spirits, from a persuasion that though you and I might 
possibly differ about some subordinate parts of my plan, 
I should in some good degree meet your idea upon the 
whole, otherwise I should not have attempted it. I am 
glad of your approbation, because I hoped for it, and 
aimed at it. I believe as you say, that I think more 
nearly with you on the subject, than with any other 
person I am acquainted with. 

Mr. Clayton and Mr. John Wilson my neighbour are 
now both out of town. The latter is expected home to- 
morrow. I understand the present tutors of the Evan- 
gelical Academy* have proposed to resign their charge, 
and I believe some of the supporters of that institution 
thought of you as the properest person to undertake it. 
But my plan will not suit with their design, which seems 
to be chiefly to give a little assistance to persons who 

* The institution referred to in letter xxvii. 
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have already begun to preach. But Mr. Wilson told me, 
that he did not doubt but there were people enough, both 
willing and able, to carry my scheme into execution ; 
that is, to give a number of promising young men a regu- 
lar education, and that there was not a doubt but you 
were the proper person to engage in it. Here the matter 
must rest at present, till his return, and for a few weeks 
afterwards. If it should proceed, it will be perhaps 
desirable to print a few copies of the Utopian plan, not 
for publication, but to distribute amongst friends, as it 
would take a long time to circulate a single manuscript. 
If it should be printed, you will of course have a copy 
among the first. If not, I will endeavour to send it you 
again, that you may get it transcribed, if you think it 
worth while. I have done my part, and you have done 
yours, by signifying your willingness to listen to the 
proposal, if it should be made to you. The rest is in the 
Lord's hands; if it be agreeable to his will, and a service 
which he will deign to smile upon, he will bring it for- 
ward. If not, we are but where we were, and I trust we 
do not wish to see anything brought forward, but under 
his auspices and influence. 

This will seem an awkward business all round to some 
persons. What apology can Mr. Clayton make to many 
Dissenters for applying to a clergyman for a plan of an 
academy ? And what can the poor cleric say to some 
people in his line, for chalking out the plan of a dissenting 
methodistical academy ? How will the staunch Tabernacle 
folks like his inuendos against some of their popular, loud, 
powerful preachers ? I think this poor speckled bird will 
be pecked at by fowls of every wing. But it is well, that 
though he does not wish to offend any of them, he is 
mighty indifferent as to their censures. If we act with 
a single eye, and are desirous to serve and please the 
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Lord, we may be easy as to consequences. When the 
conscience is clear and the heart simple, neither the 
applauses nor the anathemas of worms are worth twopence 
per bushel. 

Your letter is a curiosity in Its kind, for you have not 
found room for a single line respecting either health or 
sickness. From which I am willing to infer, that you 
were not very ill, or in very great pain, when you wrote 
it ; or you would not have omitted a subject so familiar 
to your pen. I was indisposed a few days, but not con- 
fined or stopped in my public work. 

I have some reason to think of the apostle's words, 
" As poor, yet making many (at least some) rich/' I 
seem to speak with liberty, and to be heard with accept- 
ance and profit. I cannot but hope the Lord enriches 
some of my hearers by my ministry, but, at the same 
time, it is certain I feel very poor to myself. If they are 
feasted, it is otherwise with me. Through mercy I have 
just bread enough to keep me alive, and this is more 
than I deserve. In the pulpit, and while the eyes of my 
fellow-creatures are upon me, I seem to be in earnest, 
and talk big. Perhaps some that hear me think, You 
lead a happy life. But if they knew how and what I am 
at home, they would pity me. Ah, what a poor cold, 
confused, inconsistent creature ! A poor servant, indeed ! 
and my only comfort springs from thinking (which yet 
I do too seldom and faintly) what a Master I serve. W e join 
in hearty love to you, Mrs. Bull, and Tommy. I trust 
you believe me to be your very affectionate friend and 
servant, 



JOHN NEWTON. 



Hoxton, 20th June. 
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LETTEE LXVH. 
Mt Dear Friend, 

Mr. John Wilson is now returned. He is my inti- 
mate friend, warmly disposed to forward our Utopian plan, 
and for his character, connexions, his ability, and gene- 
rosity, a proper person to move in it. Thus far we have 
made a good beginning. He is the only one with whom 
I have talked about it, except Mr. Clayton, who will not 
be at home till the end of next week. In the mean while 
- Mr. Wilson wishes the plan may be printed just as it is, 
not published ; and I mean soon to send it to the press, 
and take off two hundred and fifty copies, to be dis- 
tributed amongst those who may be expected will pro- 
mote the design. 

The only preliminary we have as yet settled, and which 
is the sine qua nan of the whole business, is that Mr. Bull 
is to be the tutor. 

But Mr. Wilson thinks we had better form the actual 
plan, before the affair is publicly talked of. He says, if 
otherwise, a number of people are called together to con- 
sult about it, each one will probably have some proposal 
or nostrum of his own ; the aggregate of which may 
diverge so far from the original scheme as to overturn it, 
and render it unworthy either of your acceptance, or of 
our endeavour to promote it ; whereas, if the plan is pre- 
viously fixed, in such a manner that no just objections 
can lie against it, it may go down the more glibly, and 
save abundance of labour. 

The good opinion we have of you, makes us desirous 
that you should be under as little control as possible* 
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The whole management will be left to yourself: yet this 
power must be delegated to you by some proper autho- 
rity ; and they who support you in it, will have a right 
to know how it is exercised, and likewise to be occasion- 
ally consulted. 

A principal difficulty that occurs to us, is concerning 
the admission of students. We would not have any 
forced upon you, or to continue with you, if you find 
that their temper, conduct, or want of capacity or appli- 
cation, should render them improper persons. On the 
other hand, if the negative or the exclusion should rest 
wholly upon you, it will put you in an invidious situation. 
Those who are excluded will, of course, think them- 
selves injured ; and it is probable the fathers, mothers, 
brothers, and cousins, and so on, of such aggrieved per- 
sons will rise up against you, as an austere and unrea- 
sonable man. We must have your thoughts upon the 
best method or medium for obviating this difficulty. 

My plan, you will observe, proposes a certain annual 
stipend for the tutor, whether the pupils be more or 
fewer, with a reasonable allowance for the board of each 
beside. It takes for granted, that the labourer is 
worthy of his hire, on the one hand ; and, on the other, 
that the tutor, for the sake of serving the Lord, and 
training up a number of youths for the ministry, who are 
to be supported by subscription — that is, by charity — 
will, by the proposals he makes, show a disinterestedness 
worthy of the cause he serves, and of the character he 
bears in Utopia. You might probably make more 
money of half the number, if you confined yourself to the 
sons of gentlemen who can afford to pay handsomely. 
On this point, I must get you to speak for yourself, and 
propose your own terms, as I believe your friends would 
rather you should mention what you think right, than 
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undertake to judge for you. I request you, therefore, 
according to the hints which I have dropped, to take a 
good pen, good black ink, then light your pipe, and 
write me such a letter, expressive of your views and 
wishes, as will be proper for me to show to any persons 
whom it may concern. After all, both you and I may 
have our labour for our pains ; but this I know, that if 
the thing is of the Lord, it shall prosper. Some great 
affairs have grown from as small beginnings ; and, at the 
worst, whether He is pleased to bring this about or not, 
when we mean simply and humbly to serve him, he will 
graciously accept of the intention. 

I saw Mr. Monk at church to-day, and invited him 
to come to see me. There is, it seems, an honesty 
about him which I like. Poor, wise, foolish, evangelical, 
self-righteous people of Olney! Too many there seem 
more solicitous that the minister should preach the 
gospel, than to profit by the gospel themselves. 

Our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy. 

I am much and always yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

3rd July, '82. 

I showed Mr. Wilson this letter. He approves all but 
what I say of him. He thinks you will overrate his con- 
sequence. His personal good- will and service you may 
depend upon, but he says his influence is not worth 
mentioning. 
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LETTER LXVIIL 
Dbar Sir, 

This will come to you via Olney, for it will be too 
short to deserve postage. I expect some Utopias on 
Tuesday, but my Olney friends now with me talk of going 
on Monday. If so, you must wait a little longer for 
them. 

I believe something will come of our plan, that a 
proposal will be made to you, such as I judge, from your 
letters, you will not refuse. But, as yet, things are in 
embryo, and not sufficiently ripe for particularizing. 
I was lately sent for unexpectedly by some gentlemen, 
with whom I had not exchanged a word upon the sub- 
ject, excepting with Mr. Clayton, who was present ; but 
the invitation did not come from him (he is but just 
returned from Scotland). There will be a second 
meeting in less than a fortnight, when I may perhaps be 
able to tell you more. 

It seems generally agreed that you are to be the man. 
As to Newport, the only objection (which yet may be 
overruled) is to the distance. Some think a subscription 
will languish if the object is so far off, and especially that 
no committee will undertake to travel so far. For these 
reasons a situation within twenty miles of London would 
be preferable. I expect the question will be asked, — Can 
Mr. Bull be prevailed on to remove to some place within 
these limits? If you would put an answer into my 
mouth, you must write in the course of the week. You 
will ask the Lord, and he will tell you what to say. It 
should seem you could hardly go to a place where your 
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ministry would be less regarded than where you are. 
But notwithstanding this, you will not go without his 
leave. If it be his will, he will prepare your mind and 
your way. 

You know the Lord does all things right, and not a 
hair of his children's heads falls to the ground without 
him. You know he can bring light out of darkness, and 
has wise reasons for all he does, and for all he permits 
to be done. Dwell a minute upon these thoughts before 
you read further. — Now you are prepared, I proceed to 
tell you, that a friend of yours and mine was grievously 
hurt by an ox on Monday last. Mr. Sharp and two 
other surgeons attend him. They tell me there are no 
symptoms at present to forbid the hopes of a recovery, 
though they have not been without fear of a fracture in 
his skull. But from present favourable appearances, 
they hope it is not so. Our friend lives not far from 
Barbican, and his name is Barton. 

I am with him every day. He is perfectly sensible, 
and spoke yesterday very comfortably. I shall see him 
again by and by. Mrs. Barton is very composed and 
comfortable. 

A single ox, you see, can hurt the shell of a believer ; 
but, blessed be God, all the bulls of Bashan, if collected, 
cannot touch his kernel. He is safe, for his life is hid 
with Christ in God. 

I know three Bulls at Newport, which I believe are 
all very harmless, and therefore I send my love, and 
Mrs. Newton's, to them. 

Yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
27th July, '82. 
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LETTEE LXIX. 
Monsieur mon cher ami, — 

Mr. Barton showed me your letter, and desired me to 
inform you, that though he does not think himself com- 
petent for writing, yet he hopes he is in a fair way of 
doing well, and gets forward daily, though slowly. I can 
tell you that his situation has been highly precarious, 
but the Lord watched over him. A small addition to 
the momentum with which the beast struck him must 
have fractured his skull : as it was, it put his head so 
much out of sorts, that he was at first, for a time, sense- 
less, then delirious for another period, and so confused 
and mazy for a long time, that he could hardly think at 
all ; his eyes, likewise, were affected — he could scarcely 
bear the light. But when your letter came he was able 
to read it. He is now cheerful, can smile, and smoke a 
pipe ; has been abroad in a coach several times. I hope 
to see him about the streets, as usual, in a fortnight's 
time. But Mr. Sharp wishes him to come forward very 
gently. I believe, nay, I more than believe, the Lord has 
been with them both. Mrs. Barton has been wonder- 
fully supported, so as to sit up with him (when needful) 
night after night. I visited them daily ; she was always 
the same — composed, resigned, and speaking only of 
the Lord's goodness. They send their love to you. 

You will soon receive an official letter from the chair- 
man of the Utopian Society, inviting you to London. 
I hope you will come up as soon as you can, and fix the 
time in your official answer. We had but one additional 
member last night, but I think the Lord sent him — a man 
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of weight, both of character and fortune. He offered 
hearty concurrence and assistance, upon two conditions : 
1. That the academy might not be fixed nearer than 
thirty miles to London (if fifty, he thought so much 
the better). That the number of students might be 
small, not exceeding twelve ; and, to make short of it, 
he moved that it was desirable the proposed academy 
should be formed as near as may be upon the plan lately 
printed and signed Omicron — this was carried. 2. That 
Mr. Bull be desired to undertake it. Two resolves to 
this purpose will be transmitted to you in form ; the next 
meeting will depend upon your coming to meet with 
them. Now put yourself in the Lord's hand, and make 
no unnecessary delay to come over and help us. 

My brother and sister are with us, and it is uncertain 
how long they will stay, therefore we cannot lodge you ; 
but shall be glad of as much of your company as you can 
afford. Your city friends will be glad to take you in, 
and your business will now lie in the city. 

I have not time for more at present, but love to 
Mrs. Bull and Tommy from my Dear, and from your 
affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 

21 August. '82 u 
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LETTER LXX. 
Dear Sir, 

I write because you desired me, otherwise it seemed 
unnecessary ; but I may send my wishes for your safe 
and comfortable journey to us. We shall be glad to 
see you on Tuesday morning, by eight o'clock, if you 
can. 

Before I received yours, Mr. Thornton had kindly 
engaged me to visit Hastings. I took my place by his 
direction a week before hand, as there is seldom room 
at a short notice. I go down on Thursday next. The 
meeting of the Utopian Club is to be on Tuesday evening. 
I heard you were to stay in town to preach on Sunday 
for Mr. Clayton, but it seems you do not. I wish we 
could go down together, but I much question if you 
can take a place in time by the same diligence. My 
stay at Hastings will be but a few days. 

I thought you would collect from what I wrote, that 
the prevailing desire amongst us is, that you should 
not remove from Newport. It will depend upon your- 
self. You have only to say firmly that you do not choose 
to remove, and that point will be settled. I am of 
opinion the design will fail, or at least will not answer 
our wishes, if it be brought nearer than Newport ; and, 
I believe, Mr. Welsh, and others think so too. There- 
fore, if you relax upon this article, we shall be dis- 
concerted, and perhaps divided. Thus much, perhaps, 
it may be proper to hint to you before you come to 
town, as it is possible you may talk with somebody or 
other upon the subject, before I see you. 
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Love to Mrs. Bull and the little Bull. My brother 
and sister are with us, so that we cannot lodge you in 
the house ; but you have a snug corner in the heart of 
your affectionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
3 Is* August, '82. 



LETTER LXXI. 



reverend and dear professor bull, u.d., t. c 
Doctor op Utopia, 

Mr. Vanity has been hinting to me your impatience 
and uneasiness ; how you have been watching the post, 
and counting the days, and thinking it a vast while 
since you heard from me. But I say, how can vanity 
be so vain ? However, though I ought to suppose you 
can make a good shift without me, I am not willing to be 
forgotten by you, and therefore I will just enclose you a 
line of thanks for your last. 

I hope all your complaints are subsided — that you 
will not die but live, and declare the works of the Lord 
to the Utopians. I suppose Mr. Clayton told you how, 
and how far, we went on at the last meeting. It there- 
fore had an auspicious beginning, the subscription was 
tolerable, considering the number present ; and the mode 
of admitting students, etc., was settled in a way which 
I hoped would be satisfactory to you. Next Tuesday a 
little abridged account of the design is to be agreed upon, 
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to be printed, as a sort of bill to pat into the hands of 
inquirers, which will save the trouble of telling the sam$ 
thing over and over. I was desired to draw up some- 
thing, and I have it ready to lay before them. I have 
little doubt but the subscription will soon be sufficient 
for the support of the first four, if we knew where to 
find them. 

I went last time to take leave and withdraw, now I 
had seen the society formed, and the business actually 
on foot; but just before we broke up, a motion was 

made, and passed without a negative, that Mr. N , 

be desired to attend the next meeting. I seem to be 
hooked in, and perhaps shall not be able to force myself 
out, without breaking through proprieties ; if not, I shall 
stay and make myself as easy as I can. Some of the 
wags have called us the Utopian Society ; and I believe 
we shall assume it as our own voluntary description, 
and wear the reproach (if it was so intended) as our 
honour. But indeed I cannot complain of reproaches or 
persecution in this business. Having had only civil 
things said to me about it hitherto. Even a friend of 
ours, not far from Tooke's Court, thanked me for the plan, 
which he said he much approved in the main. I did 
not expect he could approve that part which glances 
upon church order — but he showed no disposition to 
dispute about it. 

Mr. Webb* is gone — fully ripe I doubt not, like a 
shock of corn in due season. I saw him two or three 
times in the former part of his illness; afterwards he 
was a while out of town, and the first time I called after 

* The Rev. James Webb, for many years pastor of the Inde- 
pendent church, meeting at Fetter-lane, founded by Dr. Goodwin, 
in 1660, — Wilson's History of Dissenting Churches, vol. ill. p. 460; 
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bis return, he was too low to speak with me, and sent 
me his love and farewell by message, down stairs. I 
loved and respected him greatly, and thought him among 
the first, if not the very first, of his denomination. I 
speak not of him as a scholar or divine. He probably 
was not inferior to his brethren in these characters. 
I knew him chiefly as a Christian ; as such I thought him 
eminent, solid, humble, spiritual, peaceful in himself, and 
of course a friend of peace. Grace reigned in his heart, 
and out of the abundance of his heart his mouth spoke. 
He seemed to have no leisure to speak much of other 
subjects, and there was a savour in all that he said. His 
manner of speaking showed that he knew himself. I 
knew no man who had less of what I call the don about 
him. He shone without affecting to blaze or sparkle ; 
and while others considered him as a teacher, he seemed 
to consider himself as a learner. In his last illness he 
did not speak of any remarkable consolations, but 
expressed an edifying, encouraging example of a calm, 
unshaken confidence in Jesus Christ crucified, as the 
alone and sufficient ground of his hope. I have lost for 
a season a valuable friend, but I hope by and by to see 
him again. Blessed are the dead who die thus in the 
Lord, they rest from their labours and conflicts, and are 
now before the throne. 

We are much as usual ; upon the whole pretty well ; 
what we chiefly want is more gratitude and sensibility to 
the Lord of our life. I trust, however, the desire of my 
heart is towards him. We join in love to you, Mrs. 
Bull, and Tommy, Pray for us, and believe me to be 
yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 16 Nov., '82. 
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LETTEE LXXn. 
Dsar and Rev. Bull, 

On Monday, part of a pig-hog came to our door ; and 
though it brought no recommendation, nor could speak a 
word for itself, we, according to our accustomed kindness 
and hospitality to such strangers, gave it a friendly wet- 
come. It was doubly welcome when the postman called 
afterwards, and informed us from whence it came. We 
thank Mrs. Bull for thinking of us, and you for second- 
ing her motion* 

My brother and sister have left us about a fortnight. 
But just now we are under a cloud. Sally Johnson has 
been very ill. I hope she is better : in the medical 
phrase, out of danger. But we were apprehensive of 
losing her. She has had a violent pain in her breast, 
and we were much afraid an inflammation would take 
place. It is a disorder of which her mother, and several 
of her family, have died, which circumstance alarmed us 
rather the more. If the Lord should please to take her 
to himself we shall feel it. She has lived long with us, 
has been always affectionate and faithful, and for a num- 
ber of years we have considered her rather as an intimate 
friend, or a relative, than as a servant. She is in the 
Lord's hands, all whose appointments are right, and we 
hope he will enable us to think and say so under every 
change he may allot us ; but I now seem to hope she 
will not die, but live to declare his wonderful works. I 
hope before the time you have fixed, she will be restored* 
If we have a sick house, I shall not invite you to be an 
inmate. But as we shall otherwise be very glad to re- 
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ceive you and yours under our roof, I expect that before 
you come up, you will inquire whether we can conve- 
niently take you in or not. We will be very free upon 
that head, and if we cannot, you may go to John-street,* 
or where you please; but I have a right to the first 
offer. 

We are kept in long suspense about the peace. I 
know we shall have one if the Lord sees fit to give it us ; 
and at any rate, there is a peace passing understanding, of 
which the politicians cannot deprive us. I cannot but 
bag that a stop may be put to the horrid effusion of 
blood, which sin has so long occasioned. However, it 
shall verily go well with them that fear the Lord. May 
he abundantly bless you, and Mrs. Bull, and Tommy, and 
your house, and your congregation, and all your concerns. 
We unite in love to you all. 

I am very much yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hozton 20th Dec. ,'82. 

* John-street, Bedford-row, the residence of Mrs. Wilberforce. 
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LETTER LXXIII. 
My Dear Friend, 

I am glad when I jump in judgment with Mrs. Bull 
about you, because she knows you well. You will please 
to do what I strangely omitted in my last. I mean to 
tell her that we shall be very glad to see her with you 
here, as one bed will hold you, and we can find some 
auger-hole to squeeze Tommy into. 

My house will be at your service for the whole time, if 
you please. We love your company, and shall not be 
weary ; but I do not mean to chain you : you shall be 
quite at liberty to please yourself if you can, and I will do 
my best to please you likewise. It would be strange if 
the men of this world were to have no fling at Utopians. 
But you know the fable of the Dog and the Moon. Let 
them bark, let us shine. Let them scold us, and let us 
pray for them. If we are in the Lord's way in the path 
of duty, a bushel of our fellow- worm's opinions, either 
pro or con, can do us neither good nor harm. 

I hope you will preach away all your cough and pain, 
and come to us lusty and strong as an eagle. However, 
we shall expect you to complain a little of course, and 
you will allow us to smile at you a little as usual. We 
meet to-night to examine the merits of the first candi- 
date for the academy. Mr. Odel's guinea will be wel- 
come, and deserves thanks. Farewell ! Love and a good 
journey to you all from 



J. & M. NEWTON. 



Uth Jan., '83. 
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I advise you, by all means, to take coach at Islington, 
and come directly to Charles-square, where you will 
find a dish of tea, a pipe and some Orinoco, and a hearty 
welcome, all ready waiting for you. 



LETTER LXXIV. 
Rbv. Professor and Dear Friend, 

For once I consult your pocket and my own. It will 
cost you nothing to receive my congratulation for your 
escape out of the ditch, and your thanks to me, for it may 
return to me as cheap. Well, the Lord is to be owned 
and praised in all things. We live always upon the brink 
of innumerable dangers ; for the most part they are in- 
visible, and while we do not see them we talk of being in 
safety ; but if one is permitted to appear, then we account 
our preservation marvellous. Whereas, the real wonder 
is, that we are preserved a single hour in any situation. 
I am glad the horse was not permitted to destroy the 
hopes of Utopia with one blow of his foot. I hope you 
are spared for some good purposes, and, amongst others, 
to prepare the ministers, who shall in due time prepare 
the sermons, by which the Lord will graciously prepare 
the hearts of many sinners to seek his face. 

I hope soon to give you joy of a very promising pupil, 
recommended by Mr. Foster.* I cannot doubt but he 

* The Rev. Henry Foster, rector of St. James's, Clerkenwell. 
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will please and encourage you as a first fruit, if he be 
admitted. A meeting was called for his admission on. 
Monday last, but there were only Mr. Adams, Neale, and 
Plummer present; and no minister being there, the 
gentlemen chose to defer the determination till Monday 
next. I was at Clapham, and therefore not in fault ; 
nor can I attend next Monday ; but I have told Mr. 
Neale my full satisfaction in the candidate, who, I hope, 
will soon be under your orders. 

I showed Mr. Neale your last letter, in which the 
rules are ; indeed, I left it with him ; but this is only 
inter nos. You must send a copy to him officially. He 
thinks with me that they are all very proper and neces- 
sary, and, so far as we know, may be sufficient ; but you 
must be the best judge of what is requisite to establish 
a good police in your republic. But a thousand rules 
will not secure cheerful and affectionate obedience from 
your subjects, unless you have the Lord's special bless- 
ing to conciliate their hearts, and to keep them stedfast 
in the pursuit of the grand design of the institution. The 
society seem, one and all, at present, disposed to treat 
you with the fullest confidence, and to second all your 
wishes; and if, when the subscribers increase, there 
should any persons be added who are not equally liberal- 
minded, still the committee, I doubt not, will be cordi- 
ally disposed to make your service as comfortable as 
possible. 

People will talk as they please, and it is a mercy to 
sit loose to their opinions, and let them talk on — pro- 
vided we can do it in a right spirit. I mean, from a 
humble consciousness that our views are upright before 
the Lord, and that we are simply aiming to serve him. 
If he smile, it little signifies who is displeased. But we 
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will pray for grace, that we may do nothing that can 
give just displeasure to anybody.* 

Our new institutionf at the Castle and Falcon promises 

* This institution thus formed was designated the Newport 
Pagnel Evangelical Institution for the Education of Young Men for 
the Christian Ministry. For several years it was supported by 
voluntary contributions. Amongst its subscribers was the late 
excellent John Thornton, Esq., who so much approved its plan, 
and the manner in which it was conducted, that in January, 1786, 
he generously offered to undertake the entire charge of its mainte- 
nance. Alluding to this subject in a letter to Mr. Bull, he says, 
^ When you want money remember I am your banker, and yott 
■say draw freely/ 1 By his will Mr. Thornton bequeathed to Mr. 
Bull a certain sum for the support of the Academy as long as ha 
should have the care of it. In the year 1786, as stated in another 
note, the Rev. Samuel Greatheed was appointed to assist Mr. Bull 
in the work of tuition; and upon his undertaking, in 1789, the 
charge of the Independent congregation at Woburn, Beds., the 
Rev. Thomas P. Bull succeeded him, being united with bis father 
in the superintendence of the Academy till the death of the Rev* 
W. Bull in July, 1814. From that period to 1831 he had the sole 
charge of it. 

As the benefit resulting from Mr. Thornton's legacy was to 
cease on the demise of the Rev. William Bull, the friends of the 
Evangelical Institution, at Newport, were anxious to use means 
to prevent its dissolution. A meeting was accordingly held in 
London, in March 1812, when it was resolved to employ suitable 
measures for its perpetuation. These efforts happily succeeded, 
and the Academy has been supported to the present period, by the 
contributions of the religious public. 

In 1831 the Rev. Josiah Bull, M. A., was associated with 
his rather in the work of tuition, and the institution was con- 
ducted under their care till the year 1842, when the Rev. Join 
Watson was appointed to the office of tutor. More than eighty 
young men have passed through the college since its establishment ; 
and there are at present more than fifty of its students who are 
preaching the truth in this or other lands. The number of students 
is eight ; the terms of study four years ; and the annual expenditure 
of the institution a little above ;£500. 

t See Letter 80. 
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well. We are now six members, and voted in a seventh 
last night. We begin with tea ; then a short prayer in* 
troduces a conversation for about three hours upon a 
proposed subject, and we seldom flag. Mr. Bates usu- 
ally sits silent the first half hour, and perhaps takes the 
second to himself in a continued discourse. The light he 
throws upon the subject, and the precision with which 
he treats it, are admirable ; and so are his humility and 
ingenuousness. You can form no right judgment of him 
from the metaphysical dispute between him and Mr. 
Isaac Milner.* He is indeed a main pillar in the society, 
and I hope those meetings will prove a benefit to us 
all. I think they are the most interesting and instruc- 
tive conversations I ever had a share in. Perhaps it may 
gratify your curiosity to be told the points we have 
hitherto discussed. Take them as follows : — 

1st Meeting. What is the proper idea of growth in 
grace ; and what are the best evidences of such growth, 
both in ourselves and others ? Proposed by J. N. 

2nd Meeting. To what is owing the different reception 
of the gospel amongst professors, so that in some it 
thrives, and in others seems to produce no good fruit ? 
Proposed by Mr. Foster. 

3rd Meeting. Is the decalogue a compact summary of 
the law of God to man ? Or, how far had it a peculiar 
respect to the state of the Israelites at that time ? Pro- 
posed by J. N. 

4th Meeting. How far is it the duty of a minister to 
accommodate himself to the weakness, the taste, or the 
prejudices of his hearers ? 

The subject for the next meeting is to be, What in- 
fluence has natural temper and constitution upon re- 
ligion? 

* Afterwards Dr. Milner, Dean of Carlisle 
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Thus far for the history of our Royal Society, which, 
perhaps, deserves that name more than that which meets 
at Somerset House ; as, with us, I trust the members 
are all of the royal family, and the King himself con- 
descends to meet with us. /• 

Considering my little leisure, I have written a long 
letter ; shall only add our joint love to you and yours, a 
request for your prayers, and an assurance that I am 
yours very affectionately, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Feb. 28, '83. 



LETTEE LXXV. 
Mr Dear Fribnd, 

Your suspicions about what you term my long silence 
rather grieve me, especially as I know not how to re- 
move their cause in future, for, as I am circumstanced, 
it is morally impossible for me to write as often as I 
would. I should hope our friendship is too strong to be 
affected by punctilios. If I was not to hear from you 
for a great while, though I should be deprived of a plea- 
sure, I should impute the delay to a hundred causes— 
to any cause, rather than indulge an apprehension that 
your regard was abated. Judge of me the sameway, and 
be assured that I love you dearly, whether I can find 
time for writing or not. When I can, I am sure I always 
do myself a pleasure. At present, I do not think myself 
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much to blame, for I believe it cannot be three weeks 
since I wrote last. 

I suppose Mr. Neale has already informed you that 
Mr. Gardiner was unanimously accepted, and that the 
society only wait for a letter from him, in compliance 
with the rules, and do not wish to give him the trouble 
of a journey to London. Your recommendation of any 
person upon your personal knowledge, will, I believe, be 
always accepted ; only, to save time, it should be accom- 
panied with a letter from the candidate. Had Mr. Gar- 
diner written when you did, the business would have been 
finished at once, and upon the spot. I hope you will, 
upon inquiry, find that he is able to support himself as 
to the incidental expenses of clothes and books, as that 
expense does not properly fall within the society's plan. 
But should it be otherwise, my good offices will not be 
wanting. I take it for granted, he will not wish to be 
dependent, if it can be avoided. 

Mr. Armstrong will be ready for you in about two or 
three weeks. He could not quit his office till quarter- 
day ; that is, till to-day. And then he will want a little 
time to settle his affairs. I trust he will prove a pro- 
mising first fruit, and do not doubt of your loving him 
as soon as you see him. You will presently perceive 
that he is modest and spiritual ; and I expect that, upon 
further acquaintance, you will find that he has a turn for 
study and improvement. 

It is a time of feeling with us. My sister Cunning, 
ham, whom we expected from Scotland this month, to 
live with us, was taken ill a little before the purposed 
time of removal ; and we have little room to hope for 
her recovery. She buried her husband in May last, 
and her daughter, aged fourteen, in October. Her sur- 
viving child, a girl of twelve, is now with us, — a sweet, 
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amiable creature ; but it is probable she will not survive 
long, as she has a hectic, and other symptoms of decline. 
She drinks asses' milk, and I think is better since she 
came from Scotland. She has been with us three weeks. 

You know something of my Dear's turn, and will 
judge that, with a sick sister at a distance, and a 
sick child before her eyes, she is tried. However, she 
is supported, and I trust she will be supported. The 
Lord is very gracious : we have found him so. He has 
already brought her through many of these family trials, 
and some of them have been very sharp. Having had 
auch proof of his goodness in times past, why should we 
not say, " I will trust and not be afraid ?" For he is the 
same; his arm is not shortened, nor his ear heavy, 
neither can his compassions fail. 

Mr. Ribright languished until last Monday morning, 
and then died. I trust his end was safe, though his 
path was not comfortable. I attend his funeral this 
afternoon. He is to be laid in the ground belonging to 
the late Mr. WaUin's Meeting.* To-morrow evening I 
am to preach a sermon for him, from Psalm xlvi. 10. 
Now may the Lord bless you, and Mrs. Bull, and 
Tommy, and all yours, and me and my Dear, and all 
mine, and bring us at last to his eternal joy. In the 
mean time, as often as we are permitted to meet upon 
earth, may it be to our mutual comfort. We send love 
for love. I am yours indeed, 

JOHN NEWTON, 

* Maze Pond. 



y Google 



172 LBTTBRS OF THB 

LETTER LXXVI. 
Mr Dear Mr. Professor, 

Mr. Armstrong breakfasted with me the other morn- 
ing. I find he cannot be with you so soon as he pro- 
posed. He could not quit his place before yesterday ; 
nor can he receive his pay, and complete his affairs at 
the office, till Tuesday next. On Wednesday he hopes 
to be at Newport. I feel a pleasure in anticipating the 
pleasure you will have in receiving him. I think he 
bids fair to be an honour and an encouragement to you. 
Mr. Neale is out of town. In his absence, Mrs. Neale 
sent Mr. Gardiner's letter to me, and I transmitted it, 
inclosed in a letter of my own, to Mr. Adams, who was 
not at the meeting when your recommendation was read, 
confirmed by your humble servant, and unanimously 
approved by all present. We are to meet on Monday 
next, when I doubt not the whole business will be set- 
tled. Your second edition of *• house rules " will then be 
reviewed, and, I suppose, of course confirmed. 

If I have any unanswered letter of yours, it is mis- 
laid ; but I rather think I wrote last. At any rate, I 
make no apology, because I am either so busy or so in- 
dolent that I know not when I can amend. But I can 
promise to love you, and think of you. 

I continue to creep on. I preach to others with 
some marks of acceptance. I attempt to preach to my 
own heart likewise, but it is very dull, and not easily 
impressed. It is a strange heart ; it needs to be emptied 
and filled, to be broken and bound up, to be softened 
and consolidated, at the same time. And this I suppose 
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is not peculiar to my heart only. Every heart that is 
spiritually alive, has its own complaints, and one great 
Lord attends to them all. He is not embarrassed by 
the variety of applications and cases : not one is over- 
looked, not one but is incessantly under his care and 
management ; and though the cure is gradual, it is sure. 
None are refused who apply; none who are once re- 
ceived are given up as incurable. But yet, alas ! my 
disorders prove very lingering, though under his hand. 
I know the cause : I too often trifle with him. I am 
not duly faithful to his prescriptions ; I presume some- 
times to prescribe for myself. How often have I thrown 
myself back by my own folly, when I seemed rather in a 
hopeful way ! No physician but he could bear with such 
a patient. That I am no better, I may thank myself: 
that I am not worse, that I am still alive, and that I am 
still encouraged to hope I shall not die but live, is wholly 
due to his mercy and compassion. 

I am sometimes almost weary and ashamed either to 
write or preach any more, there is such a vast difference 
between what I am in myself, and the idea the Lord has 
given me of what a believing sinner ought to be. Our 
conversations at the Castle and Falcon, which are still 
carried on once a fortnight, are suited to lead me deeper 
into the study of human nature and of my own, than is 
perhaps very common even among good people. I find, 
upon consideration, that the appearances of grace are in 
general far beyond the reality ; and that when proper 
abatements are made for constitution, association, imita- 
tion, situation, and other circumstantials, what remains 
that is truly genuine and sterling would be but like a few 
grains of gold extracted from a heap of ore and rubbish. 
Or rather we are a made metal, of a golden colour, and 
some gold in the constitution, but not much. With re- 
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gard to what we call experience, the adage will hold, 
Non omne quod meat aurum est. 

I believe I told you my sister Cunningham, in Scotland, 
is near her end — very happy in the Lord, and rejoicing 
in the prospect before her. She was living when we 
heard last, but there is no probability of her recovery. 
We are now set up with two children, having received 
her daughter as an additional trust. She is about a year 
younger than Betsy — a pretty, amiable child. She 
brought the symptoms of a consumption with her, but she 
is much better, and we entertain hopes of the Lord's 
sparing her. If he does I shall be glad, because I hope 
I did and do sincerely give her up to his will, though I 
love her dearly, as I think every body must love her that 
sees her. 

I am now near the bottom, having just convenient 
room to send our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, and then 
to tell you in three or four short lines, according to fa- 
shion, that I am, dear sir, with great respect, 

Your affectionate, obliged, and obedient 
friend, servant, and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
25th April, '83. 

I have found your letter of the 9th, and am reminded 
to congratulate you on the chirping of your Oxford 
chicken. I hope, (as old Honest says,) he will prove a 
cock of the right kind, and crow to some purpose. 
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LETTER LXXVIL 

Dear Sir, 

Mr. Secretary Neale being out of town, (though 
expected home in the course of this week,) I was desired 
by the committee to transmit to you the information on 
the other side. 

Mr. Gardiner's letter was highly approved, and con- 
firmed your recommendation and mine, which, however, 
would have been sufficient, but that it was necessary to 
comply with the rule which requires a letter from the 
candidate. It only remains now for you and Mr. Gar- 
diner to fix between yourselves the time of his coming to 
Newport. When he is with you, you will please to in- 
form Mr. Neale. 

Mr. WhitwelTs letter was very orthodox, but very 
short ; if he writes again, he is wished to be more parti- 
cular. He is thought to be a member of Mr. Saunders' 
church, at Bedworth, whose recommendation therefore 
will be necessary, and it should speak not only to his 
moral character, but as to the probability of his turn and 
capacity for the ministry. He sometime since applied for 
admission at Homerton, but was refused as being under 
age; their age, it seems, is eighteen — if he is under 
seventeen, he is inadmissible with us. 

Mr. Armstrong has resigned his place, but no officer 
is appointed in his room.* He expects one to-morrow, 
but cannot therefore be with you to-morrow as he in- 
tended. And Thursday is a holiday. But you may 



y Google 



176 LETTERS OF THE 

depend on him as soon as possible. He is on tip-toes to 
see Newport. 

Having two students in hand, the money will soon 
begin to be collected, and new subscriptions applied for. 
And thus the business into which we were providen- 
tially and, unexpectedly led to engage, is at length 
coming to maturity. I trust the hand of the Lord is in 
it, and that his blessing will forward it. The character 
of the two first students appears to me a favourable 
omen. I do not expect any two can be proposed who 
will be more likely to do honour to the undertaking. I 
shall be often with you in spirit, rejoicing in beholding 
your order and proficiency. 

What a comfort to think that as we are by office teachers, 
so it is our privilege to be learners and pupils under the 
great Doctor and Head of the church, of whom it may 
well be said, There is none teacheth like him ! What a 
dunce should I have proved under any other instructor ! 
Nay, with all the advantages I have, I am a poor 
creature still. How long in learning a single lesson 
from him ! And then, how often and quickly do I forget, 
and have to learn it over again ! Yet he bears with me, 
and I humbly trust he will make something of me at 
last. 

I have only time and room to wish you good success 
in the name of the Lord, that his blessing may rest upon 
tutor and pupils ; upon Mrs, Bull, and Tommy ; your 
heart, your house, and congregation ; upon all you 
preach to at Newport, Sherrington, Woburn, and every- 
where else. 

My Dear is pretty well, her sister still on this side 
Jordan, but in daily expectation of a passage over to 
Canaan's shore. Our new child has still the hectic on 
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her, so that, though she is in some respects hetter than 
when she came to us ; her state is very precarious. 
Love us, and pray for us ; adieu. 

Yours entirely, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
29 April, '83. 

From the Utopian Gazette, Tuesday, 29 April. 

Last night, at a committee summoned for the purpose, 
Mr. Gardiner, of Hanslope, was unanimously admitted 
a student of our academy. 

At the same time, a letter, addressed to the secretary, 
from Mr. Whitwell, of Coventry, was read ; hut as there 
was no recommendation accompanying, from some 
minister or person of character, and as Mr. WhitwelTs 
age was not specified according to rule, the application 
was deemed informal, and such as the committee could 
not with propriety attend to. However, Mr. John 
Wilson undertook to acquaint Mr. Whitwell, hy letter, 
of these particulars ; and to intimate to him, that, if he 
chose to apply in the prescribed form the committee 
wished, it might suit him previously to ride over to 
Newport, and converse with the tutor, whose judgment 
upon the case they would wish to be favoured with. 
The house rules were read ; and a copy ordered to be 
sent round to the members of the committee, for their 
consideration at home. A meeting will soon be ap- 
pointed to consider them carefully previously to their 
being printed. 
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LETTER LXXVIII. 

My Dear Friend, 

Till just now, I hoped the silence and the blame 
were all on your side ; but how did my crest fall when, 
looking in the drawer among my unanswered letters, I 
found one from you. And is it possible that I have not 
yet thanked you for it ? (though dated the 3rd May ;) 
and is it possible I have not thanked you, both in my 
own name and Mrs. Newton's, for your kind remem- 
brance of her ? Should this be the case, yet now I ask 
your pardon, and begin to amend the moment I am 
sensible of my fault, and hope you will forgive me. 

A rumour has lately reached me, I know not how, 
that you either are, or have been, indisposed ; I hope it 
will prove but a rumour, and that the messenger I 
inclose with this will speedily return, with an informa- 
tion either that you have been as well as usual, or, at 
least, that if you were ill, you are now better. If you 
suffer, I can feel for you, and pity you; but, at the 
same time, I must remember, that you are in good 
hands ; that your afflictions are numbered, weighed, and 
measured with the nicest accuracy by Him that loves 
you better than I can do ; and that they are all tokens 
of love, and appointed to work for your good, Such 
considerations, of course, must moderate my sorrow. 

We are both much obliged to you for your letter to 
my Dear. As little as she loves writing, I believe she 
would be bound to thank you herself, if she did not keep 
a secretary. Since I have had the honour of that office, 
she seldom writes, propria manu. But we are especially 
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bound to thank the Lord for so graciously supporting her 
under a trial, wtjieb, in its own nature, was very affecting, 
and which, when viewed at a distance, and as approach- 
ing, threatened as if it would be almost too heavy for 
her ; but die Lord is all-sufficient. Long expectation of 
the event, in some measure, prepared her to receive the 
news. The known character of the deceased, her faith 
and hope in life and death, the consideration of where 
and with whom she now is, all these thoughts suggest 
relief. In a word, we see it is the Lord ; and hope we 
can say, It is well. 

Eliza, our new dear child, was likewise prepared for 
her part of the loss. She had been with us two months, 
long enough to be satisfied that we were disposed to do 
our utmost to supply the place of her parents. Perhaps 
I am but merely repeating what I have said before. Her 
hectic state continues, but she is no way worse than when 
I wrote last ; and we might perhaps indulge more hope 
of her recovery, were it not that her abiding symptoms 
are so exactly similar to those of her brother and sister, 
who died of the same disorder, and at nearly the same 
age. But the Lord will do that which is best. 

I hope Utopia College is now opened, and that the 
Lord smiles upon the commencement. It will not be 
open long, as the vacation is at hand. About that time 
(the 30th instant, I think) will be our quarterly meeting, 
which perhaps you may be present at, in your way to 
Tunbridge Wells, where I understand you are expected. 
At that meeting I suppose measures will be taken for 
making the academy more public, by printing the rules, 
and perhaps by reprinting and publishing the Utopian 
plan. There is but little increase of the subscriptions 
yet, but I trust money will come in as fast as proper 
students offer. Is Mr. Gardiner yet with you ? If he is, 
n2 
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give my love to him, as well as to Mr. Armstrong, who, 
I hope, answers the character I gave of him. 

I am glad you were so well pleased with your visit to 
Yardly. I hope Mr. Raban has been useful at that 
place upon the whole. I wish that in his attempts to 
water others, he may be also watered himself; and that 
the Lord may, for his reward, give him a heart and wis- 
dom to promote the peace of Olney, and strengthen the 
hands of Mr. Scott. If Christ is preached successfully, 
I ought to rejoice, though I cannot approve of every 
step that has been taken. 

We are still favoured with many mercies. My Dear 
is tolerably well. Mary Woolnoth, my other Dear, 
seems pretty well likewise, and has a good deal of com- 
pany on levee days. I have many pleasant and kind 
connexions ; but I have a troublesome inmate, a lodger, 
who assumes, as if the house was his own, and is a per- 
petual incumbrance, and spoils all. He has long been 
noted for his evil ways, but though generally known, is 
not easily avoided. He lodged with one Saul of Tarsus 
long before I was born, and made him groan and cry out 
lustily. Time was when I thought I would shut the 
door, to keep him out of my house, but my precaution 
came too late — he was already within — and to turn him 
out by head and shoulders is beyond my power, nay 
I cannot interdict him from any one single apartment. 
If I think of retiring into the closest corner, he is there 
before me. We often meet and jostle, and snarl at each 
other, but sometimes (would you believe it ?) I lose all 
my suspicion, and am disposed to treat him as an inti- 
mate friend. This inconsistency of mine I believe greatly 
encourages him, for I verily believe he would be ashamed 
and afraid to be seen by me, if I always kept him at a 
proper distance. However, we both lay such a strong 
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claim to the same dwelling, that I believe the only way 
of settling the dispute will be (which the Landlord himself 
has spoken of) to pull down the house over our heads. 
There seems something disagreeable in this mode of pro- 
ceeding, but from what I have read in an old book, 
I form a hope that when things come to this crisis, 
I shall escape, and my enemy will be crushed in the 
rains. 

Love to Mrs, Bull, and the little Bull, from my Dear, 
and from your most affectionate, if not your most humble, 
friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 1th June, '83. 



LETTEE LXXIX. 
Monsieur mon Ami, et mon cher Taureau, 

Our journey hence was very safe and pleasant, and 
we found all well. I continue taking bark, have had 
no return of the fever, preached three times on Sunday, 
and my health, strength, and appetite, seem no worse 
than formerly. Blessed be the Lord my healer. 

My Dear likewise is charmingly well, able to come 
down stairs to breakfast every day, which she had seldom 
done for a twelvemonth before. Eliza is in good spirits. 
I hope the late jaunt has done us all good. It was 
indeed a very pleasant month to me, no part of it more 
so than the time I spent in Bedford, notwithstanding the 
fever, for it was a very pleasant fever. 
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One of the first questions I asked Mr. Foster, was 
about Mr. Armstrong. I was g ad to hear that he was 
gone to Newport; as the proposal that detained him 
came from Mr. Foster, I could not wonder that he 
listened to it. 

I am getting into statu quo, and seem to feel the adage 
" Home is home." It is a great mercy to have a comfort- 
able home, to which we can think with pleasure of retreat* 
ing, while we meet with much kindness and many pretty 
things abroad. I was very comfortable at Olney and at 
Bedford, and the one day I was at Newport, but Charles 
Square is more homish still. And then Mary Woolnoth* 
that is a pleasant home indeed. I feel myself there upon 
my own ground, and when I look round, I see my own 
family about me. 

I hope the recollection of the late gentle visitation is, 
and will be, useful to me. The value of health and time 
when improved for the Lord, the vanity of earthly things, 
their insufficiency to help and comfort us in an hour of 
trouble, — our absolute dependence upon God, and many 
other points which might be mentioned, were brought 
home to my mind in the fever. I was likewise favoured 
with great peace and composure ; I saw and felt that the 
foundation on which I had built was fully able to bear 
me. The gospel appeared to me to be indeed the 
wisdom and the power of God ; and I was enabled, like a 
little child, to commit myself without anxiety or reserve 
to Him who promised to care for me. 

My dear friend, may the great and glorious name of 
Jesus, be deeply engraven on your heart and mine, and 
on the hearts of all dear to us. Whether we consider 
him as our Surety, our Advocate, or our Lord, how pre- 
cious should he be ! His favour is life, his service is 
perfect freedom. The knowledge of him is safety, 
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wisdom, and happiness. A discovery of the glory of 
God in his person fills the understanding with heavenly 
light, the affections with divine love, and unites the will 
to our proper good. This knowledge is, indeed, Organum 
novum. How many things utterly impossible to a man's 
natural strength, are practicable and easy by the right 
application of mechanical powers! Without them a 
stone of a few hundred weight is immoveable, but with 
them he can raise a stone of many tons to the height of 
St. Paul's. But there are no powers comparable to those 
which are furnished by the gospel machine, if I may so 
speak. Thus assisted, a weak worm can do, endure, and 
overcome all things. He can draw near to a holy God, 
sinner as he is, with confidence ; no wonder then that he 
can face a frowning world without dismay, and smile 
at Satan's rage. He goes on from strength to strength, 
and sings the song of victory while on the field of 
battle. Blessed be God for Jesus Christ ! 

I hope this will find you, and Mrs. Bull, and Tommy, 
in good health. We unite in love to you all. I shall 
often be with you in spirit. Give my love to your pupils* 
May the Lord fill you with that meekness of wisdom 
which is from above, and make you a successful instru- 
ment in training and preparing them for his service. 
Mr. Neale tells me that the young man in Paternoster 
Row, is about to renew his application to the Newport 
Society. 

Mrs. Gardiner has been much better, but two or 
three days ago she had a relapse. They thought she 
would have died, but she is reviving again. I am going 
to see her this morning ; I suppose she can not be long 
for this world. 

I mean to inclose the preface. My time is now 
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expired. The Lord bless you and yours. Pray for me 
and mine, and believe me to be always your affectionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, Uth Sept. '83. 



LETTER LXXX. 
Dear and Reverend Bull, 

Though I have not much to offer, I must write for 
three reasons. 1st. To thank you, (if I have not yet 
done it) for the wild beast and two partridges you sent 
by the Northampton coach. 2nd. To prevent your 
thinking in a low-spirited hour that I have forsaken or 
forgotten you. 3rd. To draw a letter from you. ' 

A fourth student will be with you soon. He is gone 
into the country to kiss his father and mother, and then 
means to put his hand to the plough, and away to 
Newport. It is Mr. Armstrong's acquaintance in 
Paternoster Row. 

It seems there have been many long faces made about 
you in Essex. Mrs. Wilberforce, when she returned, 
was quite uneasy, lest your character should be hurt by 
the sad things said of you. I said, I hoped they would 
not hurt your spirit, and then I was not afraid for your 
character. She wished me to write to Mr. Stony, 
which I did, and may perhaps send you his answer for 
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your amusement. If Mr. F ***** * had not been so 
honest as to tell you his mind, under his own hand, you 
should not have heard a word of the business from me. 
However, I congratulate you upon having an opportu- 
nity of showing to others what a Christian, when mis- 
represented, ought to do ; — not to hang down his head 
like a bulrush, but rather to rejoice if the charge be 
false, and if it be for the Lord's sake, Matt, v., 11, 12. 
Not to wear out his shoes with running about to justify 
himself, but simply and patiently to commit his cause 
to the Lord ; who, if and when he sees good, will find 
a way to clear us, better than we can ourselves, Psalm 
xxxvii., 5, 6. Not to render railing for railing, but 
contrariwise, blessing; being reviled, to bless; being 
defamed, to entreat, 1 Peter ii., 23 ; 1 Cor. iv. f 12, 13. 
Our rule in such cases is beautiful and plain. Happy 
are they who, knowing these things, can practice accord- 
ingly when occasions arise ! "We know who suffered re- 
proach before up, and for us, and who was called a 
Samaritan, a madman, a glutton, and a drunkard ; and 
we know how he wept and prayed for those who knew 
not what they did, leaving us an example that we should 
follow his steps. 

I wish people could learn to keep their tongues quiet ; 
but since they will talk, and show their displeasure, I 
hope it is a token for good to the Newport Academy ; 
for I take, it for granted, that this undertaking has given 
rise to much of the stir that has been made about you. 
It is said you are a mystic, but a cunning one ; for that 
whenever I, or other of your friends, called upon you, 
your mystical books were presently hurried out of sight. 
This, so far as it related to myself, I could, and did, 
flatly contradict ; and as to others, you might do it, and 
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with propriety. If some good folks were to catch me 
reading Shakspeare, I would rather hide the book than 
offend them ; for they, being no judges of Shakspeare, 
or of my motive for reading him, would be hurt if they 
saw a play-book in my hand. I would not wish them 
to think more favourably of play-books than they do, or 
to think unfavourably of me on Shakspeare's account ; 
for indeed I have not leisure to look in him sometimes 
for a year together. 

If we declare war against bigotry, those who choose 
to defend it must, of course, oppose us. And of these, 
some may mean well. Early prejudices and long habits 
are not easily overcome. Systems and parties squeeze 
some people into a narrowness of thinking which they 
can never outgrow. If we have more liberty and com- 
prehension of mind, we may be thankful, but we have no 
right to be angry with them. We should remember, 
too, that there are extremes on .both sides, and that we, 
as well as others, may verge too near .the one, in endea- 
vouring to avoid the other. 

I believe our Eclectic Society has been increased since 
I mentioned it last, by the addition of two members 
whom we value greatly — Mr. Clayton and Mr. Latrobe. 
Our number is now eight : we can admit but one more, 
and shall therefore endeavour to be very careful whom 
we choose. We think the Lord has favoured us ; we 
are all unanimous and pleased with each other. We are 
one as to essentials, and our smaller differences of sen- 
timent are such as only conduce to give the conversation 
a more agreeable variety, and tend to illustrate our sub- 
jects to greater advantage. The spirit of the design is 
kept up, and every member seems to find it well worth 
his while to attend punctually. I hope I find some real 
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advantage, and have reason to number it among my 
chief privileges. Help us with your prayers, that life 
and love, peace and truth, may flourish amongst us. 

Our domestic affairs are much as usual : some trials, 
many comforts. Mrs. Newton is frequently ailing, which 
is but saying, in other words, she is frequently pretty well. 
Eliza is but so so. I do not expect we shall have her 
very long, nor do I think she is in immediate danger, or 
much worse than when at Olney ; but she certainly is 
not better. 

We unite in love to you, Mrs. Bull, and Tommy. The 
Lord be with you all, and with us also. Give my love 
to Mr. Gardiner and Mr. Armstrong, not forgetting Mr. 
Inglis, though I have not the pleasure of much personal 
acquaintance with him. 

I am affectionately yours, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
ZUt October, 8 Evening. 

Please to forward Mr. Scott's letter when you have a 
safe conveyance ; though I should be better pleased if 
you carry it over yourself, and make it the occasion of 
paying him the visit you promised. You remember 
what you forbid me to tell him, and said you would find 
a time to tell him yourself. 
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LETTER LXXXI. 
Mon cher Ami, 

You do me justice in believing that you would hare 
had an invitation to our house, if the illness of Eliza, a 
supernumerary attendant on her, and Miss Catlett's re- 
cess from school, had not rather filled us ; yet we should 
have tried to make shift, if I had not found you previously 
engaged — I had like to have said engrossed — elsewhere. 
We shall be very glad to see you on Wednesday, next 
week, if we must not see you sooner. Come with us 
from church, as you have said, and make your account 
to lodge in Charles-square that night. You will find a 
bed with us, and the next morning we may return toge- 
ther (if you please) to John-street, as it will be my day 
of meeting there. 

Thank you for all your expressions of love. We re- 
turn them sincerely to you, and Mrs. Bull, and Tommy. 

I have had a cold and hoarseness — have kept house 
pretty much, when necessity has not called me abroad ; 
however, the Lord strengthened me ; so that, last week 
(including the two Sundays), I preached ten times. I 
may speak well of Dr. Pulpit, and think that I may be 
said, not in' the worst sense of the word, to live by my 
preaching. I am now nearly well. Three doses of Dr. 
Pulpit yesterday did me good, and almost removed ray 
hoarseness. 

Eliza is much as when you saw her, only that, within 
these few days, she has a cough. Miss Catlett is as hearty 
as a buck. Mrs. Newton has been kept within doors 
about a week by a cold, cough, and hoarseness ; but I 
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hope she does not get worse. The rest of our family 
are as usual. 

I preached yesterday morning from Psalm xc. 9 . " "We 
spend our years as a tale that is told." A dry, dull, worn- 
out tale it would he, if the Lord had not mercifully taught 
us to aim at his service, and given us a vista — a prospect 
of life and immortality, through the dark shades which 
surround us. 

We join in love. It gives me pleasure to assure you 
that I am sincerely and warmly your 

JOHN NEWTON. 

I have been so busy of late writing about something 
else, that I have had no time for letters. 

December 29/A, '83. 

Mr. Inglis breakfasted with me this morning, and de- 
sired me to mention his dutiful respects. 

Mrs. Newton is come down, and desires me to tell you 
that there will be a bed positively provided for you at No. 
13 in Charles-square, and therefore I shall expect you to 
occupy it. 
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LETTEE LXXXH. 
Dear Sir, 

The papers told me that the Wellingborough dili- 
gence, which went down the day you did, was robbed. 
I infer from your letter, that either the report was not 
true, or that some other vehicle had the honour of con- 
veying you to Newport. For I suppose, if you had 
fallen into the hands of the Moabites you would have 
mentioned it. It pleased me to hear that you had a 
good journey, found all pretty well at home, and that, 
though you yourself are but so so, you were not very 
bad when your letter set off. 

I find Mr. Sparks, who called upon me to-day, and 
who, I expect, will soon be with you, seems to have 
made up his mind already, and to have no other view 
but to the church. Perhaps you may have some who 
would rather receive the Lord's Supper with Mr. Scott, 
than as Dissenters ; and as we all preach but one Lord, 
and mean one thing, I hope you will not only allow 
them to go, but give them your frank approbation. If 
otherwise, I am afraid disagreeables might, in time, take 
place. I speak not from my attachment to church, but 
from my love of liberty, my desire to see the academy 
flourish, and particularly from my great regard and 
affection for you, which induced me from the first to 
embark my reputation and interest in the same bottom 
with you. 

The frost has been long and severe. This morning 
the Lord has bid the gentle south breath xlpon the ice 
and snow, and the waters begin to flow. How soft, yet 
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how powerful, is the influence of a general thaw ! It 
operates equally and universally in every place, and does 
more in an hour than the united efforts of mankind 
could effect in an age. I consider it as a beautiful 
emblem of the effects of his Spirit upon the heart, upon 
many hearts at once. It silently but invisibly softens 
the strongest prejudices ; makes the spirit which before 
was hard as the rock, tender and yielding. It brings on 
a spring, and the desolate, dreary wilderness, becomes 
the garden of the Lord. Oh for such a thaw in my 
heart ! for though I talk away in public, I know much 
of wintry and frosty seasons within me. I trust my 
leading aims and desires are right, but all that is right 
is so faint, so cold, so debased by something inconsistent 
with it, so defective and so defiled, that I should be at 
my wits' end, if my hope and dependence were not, in a 
good measure, brought to a point. If I am saved, (I 
trust I shall) it will be freely and absolutely, in a way of 
sovereignty; with a non obstante to a thousand things 
which should seem, humanly speaking, to make salvation 
next door to impossible. But when I am beaten from 
every thing else, it still remains true that Christ has died, 
that he now lives and reigns, that " he is able to save to 
the uttermost," and that he has said, " Him that cometh 
I will in no wise cast out." In no wise and to the utter- 
most are great words, they have an extensive significa- 
tion, and take in all varieties of cases, characters, and 
circumstances. Upon such unlimited sovereign promises, 
I cast my anchor, and they hold me, otherwise I should 
be the sport of winds and waves. Dr. Watts' motto shall 
be mine, it is big enough for him, me, you, and for 
thousands that approve it, "In uno Jesu omnia/' In 
him I have an offering, an altar, a temple, a priest, a 
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sun, a shield, a saviour, a shepherd, a hiding place, a 
resting place, food, medicine, riches, honour, wisdom, 
righteousness, holiness, in short, every thing. The 
paper would not contain an inventory of the blessings, 
and treasures, the unsearchable, inexhaustible blessings 
and treasures which are hidden in him, and communicated 
by him to poor sinners who believe in his name. But 
though I am, I trust, an heir, I am as yet a minor, and in 
my actual experience, am too often more like a servant 
than a son, Gal. iv. But there is a time appointed of 
the Father. I hope one day to be of age, and to come 
to the full enjoyment of my boundless inheritance. 

Mrs. Newton and Eliza are much as when you saw 
them. We send our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, and 
mine, if you please, to the Utopians. Be assured that I 
love you dearly, and feel an interest in all that concerns 
you, and feel much pleasure in a persuasion that you are 
and will be thus minded towards your affectionate 
friend, 

OMICRON. 

21 Feb, '84. 

Mr. Sparks will now be the bearer of my letter; 
may he be a comfort to you. 
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LETTER LXXXIII. 

Mi Dear Mqnsibub Taureau, 

By Mrs. Stamford, of QJney, who came lately here, 
I send you Apologia, my new publication ; it waited on you 
in a, blue cover, because I had none bound by me. I mean 
by and by to present one to the academical library. 
jASt .Tuesday a copy was sent to Messrs. Brewer, Gib- 
bons, Fisher, Davies, Barker, and Winter, who, by their 
office as preachers at the Merchant's Lecture,* I con- 
sider as the heads and epitome of the Independent 
(interest. Mr. ■ Clayton .got one as a member of the 
Eclectic Society. The other dissenting ministers must 
either buy or borrow, if they w\sh to know my reasons 
at large fpr being wbere I am. They are rather too 
many to send a copy to each of them, and I did not 
know where to draw the line without giving offence, 
otherwise than by confining myself to the Pinner's Hall 
gentlemen. I suppose I have been pretty well talked 
over among them by this time. But their verdict has 
not yet reached me, nor am I solicitous about it. I trust 
I meant well, and had no allowed motive for publication, 

* This lecture was founded in 1672 during the operation of 
.King Charles's Declaration for Indulgence, and was intended to 
support the doctrines of the .Reformation against the prevailing 
errors of the day. The first lecturers were the Rev. Drs. Bates, 
Owen, Manton ; the Rev. Messrs. Baxter, Collins, and Jenkyn. 
It was held at Pinner's Hall on a Tuesday morning, and continued 
there till the lease of. the building, expired, when it was removed 
to New Broad Street, where it now continues. — See Wilson's His- 
tory, of JOwtenting Qhurches, voi. ii. p. 254. 
o 
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but a desire of being useful. I cannot expect that the 
high church folks, either on my own side or on youre, 
will be highly pleased, but I hope I have given them no 
just cause of offence. 

You will observe that it is not so clear to me as it 
seems to you, that the Dissenters hold the right of pri- 
vate judgment. So far as my private judgment coincides 
with theirs, they will indeed allow I have a right to use 
it, but few of them will allow me to go farther. They 
will rather think they have a right to judge for me, and 
to condemn me when I stop short of their standard. 
However, I love them if they love my Lord, and am glad 
to think we shall, ere long, see eye to eye, and be all of 
one mind. 

I think many circumstances that led to the institution 
of the Newport Academy sufficiently warrant my hope 
that the thing is of the Lord. If so, he will give his 
blessing to it ; and if so, again, I need not wonder if it 
occasions some stir, dislike, and opposition. If there is 
good to be done at Newport, Satan will not stand and 
look on with the indifference of a mere spectator. He 
will do what he can to disturb the peace of the academy 
within doors, and to misrepresent it abroad. The tutor 
and the pupils, too, had need be angels, to keep quite 
out of his reach and influence ; and as his own name is 
legion, so he has a legion of instruments, of various 
talents, in his service — some to invent — some who would 
not go so far as to invent a falsehood, are yet very well 
pleased to circulate it, and if they can say, J was told so, 
think they are quite safe and right. The skill of others 
lies in exaggerating, of others in colouring and mis- 
representing, which they do so cleverly, that though the 
substance of what they say be truth, it shall have all the 
effects of a lie. Others are masters in the way of sur- 
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mise and insinuation. They will not say it is so, but it 
is well if it be not so, or I wish it may not prove so, which, 
with weak and credulous folks, answers the purpose no 
less than if they had proved it certainly teas so. Again, 
others, when a word or an action is capable of two con- 
structions, have an admirable dexterity in taking it by 
the wrong handle. No wonder if the continued efforts 
of so many arts and so much industry should make a 
great noise abroad, and be sensibly felt at home. But 
simplicity and integrity, under the Lord's blessing, 
though they may be sometimes jostled, cannot be over- 
thrown^ Magna est Veritas et prevalebit. If the Lord 
gives you grace and wisdom to do your part, you may 
depend on it he will do his, and fulfil that promise. 
" No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper." 

Utopia is in the press, and will be published with a 
list of subscribers, the state and regulations of the 
academy, etc., next month. By that we hope the list 
will be something enlarged. 

I have had a cold, but it is quite gone. Mrs. N. is 
pretty well, excepting now and then a head ache. Eliza 
much as usual. We begin to think the winter long, 
but we expect summer will come, because we have a 
promise, Gen. viii. 22. Equally sure are the promises 
of his grace. 

He will not fail, he cannot change. We must expect 
cloudy and wintry seasons, but there are times when the 
believing soul hears, sees, and feels according to the 
beautiful description, Solomon's Song, chap, ii., 10 — 13. 
I hope it will be spring with you when this letter arrives ; 
if not, wait a little, and it will surely come. 

Our love to Mrs. Bull, and the young Bull, who I 
hope thrives and grows in a good pasture. You may 
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tell whom you please that I am always glad to avow 
mysdf your affectionate friend and servant, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
April 3/ 84. 



LETTEE LXXXIY. 
Mon Ami, 

■Some people would give three-pence to hear that 
they can have bed and board at London for as long as 
they please ; but you will receive the information, as you 
will the entertainment, without money or price. Time 
was when you might have had all this in Charles-square, 
but you cannot now. Our two children, and Mrs. 
Phoebe, a servant of the church in Olney, possess the 
room with which we should be otherwise glad to accom- 
modate Mr. Bull. 

But the inclosed will inform you where you may have 
all good and necessary things ; and your company (it 
seems) esteemed a pleasure, and an honour into the 
bargain. What fine plum-pudding days do we Metho- 
dists, Presbyterians, and Utopians* live in ! 

I have seen Mr. Armstrong. He speaks well of 
Newport. I was at first sorry to see him, as you 
mentioned his unwillingness to come to town ; and, 
somehow or other, two months' board might have been 
accommodated without ruining us. But he soon told 
me, he came up upon invitation and choice. 

I judged, from the close of your letter, that • you 
would not come up soon ; but he tells me your purpose 
of not going to Tunbridge is overruled ; that a summons 
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is sent, and you must go. I wish you a good journey. 
I know indeed that our friend had reckoned much upon 
having you there, and consequently, that the disappoint- 
ment would have been as much if you had not gone. I* 
hope she is the Lord's messenger to constrain you to got 
where he has something for you to do. 

I wish you much comfort and credit in. your newi 
associate, the Rev. Mr. It. Seriously, I hope he may 
do well. He certainly will, if the Lord is pleased to 
give him humility and circumspection. But I have 
thought him rather wanting in softness of spirit, and his 
business exposes him to many difficulties and snares. 

Hoping to see you soon and often, (for Mr. and Mrs* 
Neale must not engross you,) I remain, with love to 
Mrs. Bull and Tommy, in behalf of self and partner, 
your tutorship's most obedient and respectful, and so 
forth, 

JOHN NEWTON. 



LETTEE LXXXV. 



Mt Dbar Sir, 

***** 
Enough of this. I wish I could find a more pleasing 
subject for a close. This is a state of trial and exercise. 
At present, such things are needful ; but they will not 
be needful always. We are passing through conflict to 
triumphs — through sufferings to glory. Even at present, 
many things which teaze us appear to our better judg- 
ment so trivial, that we are ashamed to find they can 
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make such impression on our minds. How very trivial, 
then, will they be deemed when we shall be translated 
into the world of light ! It is owing chiefly to imagina- 
tion and self-will that they now owe their supposed im- 
portance. Ere long, death shall be swallowed up of life, 
and the concerns of time will be lost in eternity, as a 
pebble sunk in the depths of the ocean. The first mo- 
ment of our joining in the songs and joys before the 
throne of God, will make us abundant amends for all the 
difficulties we meet with in the wilderness. We shall 
not then say, as we often do now, when we have obtained 
what we earnestly desired, Is this all ? Fulness of joy 
and pleasure for evermore, with the entire exclusion of 
every evil, will be a mighty all indeed. We are now 
comparatively asleep ; the greatest part of our life is 
spent in a succession of dreams, of which more are of 
the distressing than of the amusing kind ; but, ere long, 
we shall awake, and be satisfied with his image. The 
tears will be wiped from our eyes, and we shall weep no 
more. 

Eliza has been for some time under the care of Dr. 
Benamor, and we hope (though an alteration is hardly 
discoverable) she is rather better than worse. Her spirits 
are rather better, and we think her looks are likewise. 
If the Lord be pleased to restore her, I trust it will be to 
our great comfort ; if otherwise, I hope and believe her 
end will be peace. I think I have given her up to him, 
and shall be enabled to say, He doth all things well. 
But it is certain I love her dearly, and her life, in my 
short-sighted view, appears very desirable ; though, be* 
cause I am short-sighted, I dare not positively ask it. 

Our other child is at home from Highgate ; has some- 
thing of a cold at present ; otherwise, she is very well, 
and the picture of health. My Dear is in her usual so so 
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way. We have many and great mercies, both as indi- 
viduals and as a family ; and a few of these mercies come 
in disguise, under the appearance of trials. 

We hope it is well with Mrs. Bull and Tommy, and 
that, notwithstanding all you have met with, you are still 
alive, and likely to live, and can smile and smoke your 
pipe as usual. I am your most obsequious, observant, 
obedient, obliged 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Zrd June, '84. 



LETTER LXXXVI. 
Mt Dear Mr. Taurbau, 

I hear you were lately seen in London ; but how am I 
to know when you are near, without information ? I will 
write, however, to Newport. Our late journey was bri m- 
ful of mercies, and the Lord brought us home in peace, 
the 3rd September. Since then, expectation has been 
often on tip- toe for a letter from you. 

I mean to send this under cover to Mr. Cowper, and 
if you transmit yours to him likewise, we may still cor- 
respond gratis. I have begged Mr. Samuel Thornton to 
let Mr. Cowper and I change letters through him ; but 
it is, perhaps, the only favour of the kind I shall ask, for 
the new regulations make franking more troublesome to 
the members than before ; and it does not become my 
insignificance to be too troublesome. 



y Google 



200 LETTERS OF THB 

I hope you went home, and still continue strong, lusty, 
contenfleld, and in good spirits. Your long holiday did 
you good, I hope, both in body and mind. Send me a 
Copy of your journal. You shduld have mine, if I had 
kept one. I was happy at Priestlands with Mr. — — . 

pretty garden ! O pretty man ! He is a little reserved 
at first ; but when, by degrees, we became acquainted, 
we were intimate indeed. I found the Lord had already 
taught him all I wished to teach him, if I were able. I 
had heard a bird sing, that he was a well-meaning, 
friendly man, but as blind as a stone. It was, therefore, 
an agreeable surprise to find that the blind man could see 
as well as most of us. His views of the person and 
atonement of our Lord ; his sense of himself as an un- 
worthy sinner ; his comfortable persuasion of acceptance 
in the Beloved ; his hope of perseverance through grace ; 
and the general tone of his whole conduct, gave me as 
full satisfaction as I have of most people whom I know — 
that he is not only a real, but an eminent Christian: It 
is true he does not deal much in shibboleths, and he likes 
ihe service of* the established church, and attends his own 
parish, which I thought I Would not find fault with, till 

1 could point out where^ he might go to mend himself. 
It is true there are Disfeenters in L — , but the man- 
ner in which they speak of one another (I mean some of 
them), is not likely to make him a convert to the meet- 
ing house ; nor do I think it would add either to his 
usefulness or his comfort, if he became a Dissenter tc*i 
niorrow in that neighbourhood f . F6r the rest, I judge 
him a humbfe, spiritual, benevblent man ; and though 
not laced up in a system, yet of a very thinking and 
judicious turn. He has studied Bishop Butler, and seem* 
to have Iris Analogy ad nnguetn ; Which I mention as a 
specimen of his cast. However, he sees beyond Butler; 
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and understands, embraces, and admires the gospel of 
Salvation. He told me that he was sixty-five years of 
age — =that he has feared the Lord, and walked much in 
the way he does now, for many years ; but could never 
make ail acquaintance to whom he could freely open his 
mind before I came to him. So much for Mr. — — . 

I could tell you as much about Southampton, Mr. 
Taylor and Mr. Kingsbury, etc., if I had time. I was very 
happy there ; preached in two churches on the Lord's 
days, and frequently in the evenings in Mr. Taylor's 
house. What with walking, talking, riding, sailing, and 
a little smoking, O Time, how pleasantly and how swifty 
didst thou pass ! But now I must break off at once, for 
toy time is elapsed ; and I can only add that I am very 
well, my Dear pretty well,- EKfca has been rather better 
for bathing, and farther, that 1ve join in love to you, to 
Mrs. Bull, and to T?ommy. I am yours indeed, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, October 1, '84. 



L^TTEE tXXXVIt 

Mt)N Cher, 

If yoti stand u'pon turns, 1 shall hear but sekfom 
from-.yoifr: I nVust decline all letter Writing for a good 
wfcSIe, etfcepf what* is absolutely necessary. I have a 
writing task before me, purposing, if the Lofd plfcatee, to 
treat you and the pul^e with* two Volumes [on thtf 
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"Messiah"], which I suppose will, in quantity, be equal 
to Cardiphonia. Not one of these is yet written, but all 
to be drawn from short stamina notes, which I put 
down as I go on. To do a little daily in this business, 
which I mean to begin with about the New Year, I must 
do nothing else with my pen. My leisure is so very scanty 
at present, while I can I will write a few annotations 
on yours of the 19th. I shall take your paragraphs 
seriatim as they lie. 

It is not worth inquiring when Mr. Cowper writes. 
If you send your letter to him, I shall have it when he 
writes, which is regularly once a fortnight ; and if it stays 
with him a few days, it is no great matter, unless you 
write on business that requires an immediate answer ; 
in which case, I will gladly pay the post. As to aca- 
demy business, Mr. Neale is your man. 

Thank you for your being glad that we had a safe and 
comfortable journey. I likewise am glad that yours was 
pleasant, and useful to yourself and others ; and I hope 
since your return, you can say with me, " Abroad is 
pleasant ; but home is home." 

We are disciples — Jesus is our Master. The world 
we live in is his school, and every person and event is 
under his management, designed to forward us in the 
great lessons he would have us learn, — such as the de- 
nial of self-will, a distrust of creatures, and an absolute 
dependance upon Himself. In this view, mortifications 
are mercies, losses gains, hindrances helps, and all things, 
even those which seem most contrary, are working to- 
gether for our good. Creatures smile or frown, caress 
or disappoint us ; friends grow cool, and enemies become 
kind, just as his wisdom sees most expedient to promote 
our progress. Where we look for most, it often comes 
to little; when we look for nothing, we often obtain 
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most. Our wisest plans and best endeavours at one 
time produce great troubles ; at another time, what we 
do at random, and what we account the most trifling in- 
cidents, are productive of happy, lasting, and extensive 
consequences. It is well for us if, by a long train of 
such changing, crossing experiences, we at length attain 
to some proaciency, and can say with David, "My soul, 
wait thou only upon God ; for my expectation is from 
him." The heart possession of two maxims of Mr. 
Henry, is well worth all that the acquisition can cost us. 
The one is, •* That every creature is that to us which God v 
makes it ;" the other to much the same purpose : 
" That we cannot expect too little from man, nor too v 
much from God." In this school I am placed, these les- 
sons I am aiming to learn ; but I am a poor scholar 
and indeed any master but He who condescends to be 
my teacher, would turn me off as an incorrigible dunce. 

Mrs. Newton has been unwell of cold, but is, through 
mercy, a little better. I am well, all but a rheumatism, 
which has made a lodgment in my left arm, and possibly 
may take up its winter quarters there. The Lord might 
have quartered it in my head or my stomach, but he is 
merciful to my weakness. I have not strength or 
patience to bear much violent pain, and therefore he is 
pleased to deal gently with me. We hope Eliza rather 
gains ground ; upon the whole, we have great cause for 
thankfulness. He still gives me liberty in the pulpit, 
which is the chief thing ; and I believe no minister can 
be more comfortable and happy with his people than I 
am. Mr. "Whitfield used to call his pulpit his throne. 
When I am upon my throne, I can look down upon the 
poets, philosophers, artists, archbishops, cardinals, 
popes, and kings of the earth with pity. If they know 
not my Lord and Saviour, they are to be pitied indeed. I 
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would not exchange the honour of proclaiming his 
glory and grace, and preaching his gospel to sinners a 
single day, for a whole life of what they account the best 
and the greatest. We join in love to you, to Mrs. 
Bull, and Tommy. Write if you please, and when you 
can; but whether yoa write or no, remember to pray 
for your truly affectionate friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 6th Dec, '84. 



LETTEE LXXXVIII. 
Mon Cher Taureatj, 

T suppose Mr. Scott has before now told you that I 
sent the certificate for Busby's lecture, and that on tfce 
very same day the secretary decamped, which has de- 
ranged the business of that trust for a time. However, 
Lord Dartmouth has told me, that the application is 
properly entered upon the books, and that there is no 
reason to doubt of Mr. Thomas Bull's having an' appoint- 
ment next year, if he should not have it this* 

And now permit me to thank you for the nke Irish 
leave you took of u*. The next time I went to< Mrs. 
^ilberfbrce's, I said very simply to Charles, •* Is Mr. 
Bull at home ? " Answer—" Yes, sir ; he is at hoffie 
at Newport, and has been there these ten days/' I 
was a little disconcerted at having discovered myself to 
Be such a stranger to your motions ; perhaps it hurt nty 
vanity, which may have been formerly tickled by those 



y Google 



REV. JOHN NKWTON. 205 

who took it for granted that I, to be sure, was a sort of 
privy counsellor with you. Otherwise it did not hurt 
me at all. My friendship does not stand upon punc- 
tilios, and therefore though 'I had your company (I 
mean by our two selves) but once during the three 
.weeks you were in London, I flatter myself that you love 
me no less than if you had called every day, and that 
you would probably have called oftener, had not your 
head quarters been in John- street. You see I give you 
fair credit, and make fair allowances. 

You will please to accept this letter, even though it 
should be short, as a special favour. I cannot write 
much nor often, while I have the " Messiah" in hand-r- 
and this excuse for silence will last roe I suppose during 
the present year. But I was willing to send you a line 
now that if you hear from me but little in future, you 
impute it not to silence, but necessity. 

Your letter has supped out of my reach just now ; 
and the contents have slipped out of my memory, 
•therefore though I acknowledge the receipt of it, I cannot 
properly answer it. I am glad you have a prospect of 
students, and wish we may have a prospect of money to 
support them. But I expect not to know much about 
the affairs of the academy, till Mr. Neale returns from 
Staffordshire, which I am told will be in about a 
fortnight. 

Easter is a busy preaching time in. our line. My 
texts on Good Friday were John xix. 30 ; 1 Peter iii. 18. 
I did not interrupt the course of the " Messiah" on Sun- 
day morning, but instead of his resurrection, I preached 
upon the grand event consequent upon it, which is yet 
to take place, Rev. xi. 15. Yesterday I put Mr. John- 
son in my pulpit, (who I think gives us an earnest of a 
judicious good preacher) ; to day I hope to see Mr. 
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Foster in it ; to-morrow and Friday I mount it again. 
Blessed be God, whatever else be dear in London, the 
gospel is good, cheap, and in great plenty. And 
now what can I say farther than what you know, and 
what we have said to each other over and over ? The 
Lord is good. This truth, though often acknowledged, 
should, like his repeated mercies, be new to us every 
morning. Great, wise, holy, just, and gracious, he 
hates and punishes the sin, he saves and loves the sinner. 
May we sit at the foot of the cross ; and there learn 
what sin has done, what justice has done, what love has 
done, what the soul is worth, and what plenteous for- 
giveness flows from the fountain which was there and 
then opened, that we might wash and be clean, and 
drink and live. 

I wish Mrs. Bull peace, patience, and healing. I 
wish Tommy to grow in grace, as I suppose he grows in 
Greek. I wish the students at Newport, humility, 
diligence, and proficiency. I wish their tutor much 
light, unction, and influence. I wish myself to be willing 
to be what, and where, and how the Lord would have 
me be — to cast all my care simply upon him, and to be 
always satisfied in my mind that he assuredly careth 
for me. 

I farther wish you to think often of me and mine, 
and to remember us in your prayers ; and I wish you a 
good night, so no more at present, but our joint love to 
you and yours, from your most obedient, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxlon, 2&th March, '85. 
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LETTER LXXXIX. 
My Dear Friend, 

We agreed not to teaze each other with letters, and 
I have kept my agreement pretty well. Jf I could write 
with both hands at once, you might hear of me oftener — 
but my right hand is so engaged and engrossed, that 
I must be excused. 

But it costs me no time to love you — to love you and 
lift up my heart to the Lord to bless you, when you are 
upon my mind, is almost all that I can do for you. 
Only Sally is now going to Olney, I send this that you 
may think of me. 

I have almost finished preaching the "Messiah" — only 
two or three sermons more. The writing goes on 
slowly, but I have finished thirteen out of fifty. 

My Dear has been ill — in great pain, confined to the 
house more than a month, and most of the time to her 
room. The Lord has relieved her, and last Sunday 
evening she was at church. Eliza keeps pretty much 
at a par, but when the Lord sees it fitter for her to be 
better it shall be done. He speaks, and it is done. 

We join in love to Mrs. B. and Mr. T. Remember 
mine to the young men who stand in your professorship's 
presence daily. May the Lord do you good, and do 
them good by you. My love to Thomas Bull. I rejoice 
in the prospect of his preaching the gospel. Tell him 
from me what I trust he knows, and will know with an 
increasing evidence as he goes on, that it is not worth 
while to preach, unless we preach Jesus and him cruci- 
fied. Ah, his name is powerful and precious indeed! 
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May he be our theme in the pulpit and in the parlour, 
living and dying. Let the world take the rest. 

Happy they who can say, His I am, and Him I serve. 
I commend you all to his blessing. Pray for us. I am 
yours indeed, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

} 5th June, '85. 



LETTER XC. 
My Dear Friend, 

I thank you for your very kind letter, which, not- 
withstanding my eagerness to seize all the time I can 
for the " Messiah," must be answered. The translation of 
our sweet Eliza was so comfortable, so glorious, that I 
thought it my duty to record it in writing; and my 
mind soon prompted me to print it, that I might the 
more easily inform my friends. At that time my heart 
was so soft, and my feelings so strong, that I could not 
trust myself to write a narrative for the public inspec- 
tion. But when we are talking by the fire-side with an 
intimate friend in whom we can confide, we can indulge 
ourselves in a thousand little sensibilities, and, what 
other people would call, weaknesses, which we should 
not choose to utter, if we were to speak with an audible 
voice upon the Royal Exchange. Therefore I have 
written and printed only for my friends. Not one will 
be published or sold. A copy will come to you in due 
time. I wrote from my feelings, and almost dropped a 
tear for every word. But I would not have you think 
there was one sorrowful tear among them. That would 
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have been foolish and ungrateful indeed. Blessed be 
the Lord, I can hardly name one of the many merciful 
dispensations with which he has favoured me in the 
course of my life, which my heart is more satisfied with, 
or which calls more loudly upon my gratitude, than this 
last. A trial it doubtless was, to part with such a child ; 
bat I have not been permitted for a moment to wish it 
had been otherwise. 

Mr. Welsh, the banker, some time ago, told me there 
was a very important opening for a minister at Birming- 
ham, in the meeting which was once Mr. Wild's : I 
forget the name of the present or late minister. What 
he said, and what I know of the situation, led my 
thoughts to Mr. Greatheed.* I mentioned him, and 

* Afterwards the Rev. Samuel Greatheed, F.A.S. At this time 
Mr. Greatheed was one of Mr. Bull's pupils. He was originally 
in the army, and attached to the corps of engineers. While en- 
gaged in service in British North America he became sensible of 
the importance of religion, chiefly through the instrumentality of a 
brother officer, (afterwards Lieut.-Gen. Mackelcan). Before this 
he had led a dissipated life. In a letter to the editor, he says, " I 
feel more than you what I owe to the grace of God, through Christ 
Jesus, in extricating me from the way of transgressors, for I don't 
suppose there was a greater profligate than I was at eighteen." 
Having tasted of the grace of God he was anxious to bring others 
to the knowledge of that Saviour whom he had found, and resolved 
to devote himself to the work of the ministry. For this purpose 
he willingly gave up all his prospects of promotion, and entered the 
Institution under the direction of Mr. BulL Having finished his 
studies, he for a time assisted in the work of tuition. He subse- 
quently married a lady of Newport, where he resided for nineteen 
years, being during part of that time pastor of the Independent 
church at Wobura, Beds., which was raised principally by his 
inatramentality. Mr. Greatheed was a man of great ability and 
very extensive reading, one of the most active founders of the 
London Missionary Society, and the first editor, of the Eclectic 
F 
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promised Mr. Welsh, at his desire, that I would mention 
the affair to you when I wrote next. 

Mrs. Newton is pretty well ; you know she can feel, 
and will expect that she did upon the late occasion ; 
hut the Lord has mercifully supported her. We join in 
love to you and Mrs. Bull, and Tommy ; and Betsey 
joins with us. We thank you for your sympathy and 
prayers. We buried dear Eliza on Wednesday evening last ; 
and I preached her funeral sermon on Sunday evening. 
The church was crammed. The text she chose for 
herself, Rev. xiv. 13. I was a good deal affected, but 
was enabled to restrain my emotions so far, that I was 



Review. Possessed of a large fortune, he devoted a considerable 
portion of it to benevolent purposes. His friend, the poet Cow- 
per, speaks of him as "a man of letters and taste, meek and 
learned as Moses." Mr. Greatheed was particularly attached to 
those institutions which admitted the co-operation of good men of 
different denominations, hence he was principally concerned in 
forming the " Bedford Union of Christians," an institution 
founded on this principle. 

When, after a second marriage, he left Newport, and resided at 
Bishops Hull, Somersetshire, he was very active in establishing a 
Bible society in that county, to which he became secretary. This 
effort was made notwithstanding a considerable degree of bodily 
infirmity, which at last confined him wholly to his house for a long 
period before his death. Though a man of indefatigable industry, 
and continually engaged in writing, Mr. Greatheed published but 
little. Three sermons, one of which was preached at the esta- 
blishment of the London Missionary Society, and another on the 
death of the poet Cowper ; and a learned and curious Dissertation 
on the Origin of Nations, printed in the Transactions of the Anti- 
quarian Society, were all that he gave to the public. He, how- 
ever, left behind him several manuscripts, including a History of 
Missions, and a Commentary on the Epistle to the Galatians. 
Mr. Greatheed died at Bishops Hull, Feb 15, 1823. His end 
was peace. — Ed# 
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composed and master of my thoughts, and discovered 
no more to the audience than was suited to impress 
them likewise. I think I was favoured with liberty, and 
have reason to hope it was a good time. 

You will excuse me, if for once I send a shortish 
letter. I have much to attend to at present. Whether 
I write long or short, seldom or often, I love you dearly, 
and mean more than many words could express, when I 
subscribe myself your affectionate and obliged friend, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, 19 October, '85, 

I could not get my letter ready to go by Mr. Scott. 
If you please to inclose your letters for me, under cover, 
to Samuel Thornton, Esq., they will come free. I shall 
generally get them to frank what I send to you. But I 
shall have occasion to trouble them for so many franks, 
to cover dear Eliza's narrative, that for this time I spare 
them. 



LETTER XCI. 

MON CHER TAURBAU, 

Your letter was very welcome, and I thank you for 
it. It is true, we are both travelling towards that land 
from whose bourn no traveller returns; but I am so 
many miles before you on the road, that it is probable 
that I may finish my journey first. Be that as it may, 
p2 
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our times are in tbe Lord's hands. I trust we shaft 
meet there at last. In the mean time, may we be en- 
abled to live while we do live. We are agents for tfce 
Lord in a foreign country, where we have properly n<* 
business of our own, but are to manage for him. We 
are to do what we can to-day ; for our recall will be soon, 
and may be sudden. Oh fox grace to have all done I 
all ready ! loins girded up, lamps burning ! that, when 
he sends for us. we may be ready and glad to go home* 
Wonderful grace, that he encourages us to hope, that, 
unworthy as we are, he will condescend to say, " Well 
done, good and faithful servant ! " Is it possible ? His 
judgment is according to truth ; and my conscience^ teU* 
me that I am, in a sense, an evil and slothful servant. 
But I am not under the law, but under grace. He ac- 
cepts the will for the deed. He has taught me to aim 
and to wish to serve him ; and though my best is im* 
perfect, defective, and defiled, he pardons for his own 
sake. Lord, be it unto thy servant according to thy 
word. ^Ballarmire and I agree, in one point, tutissimwu. 
est, to plead guilty in myself, and to rest all my hope: 
upon the blood which is able to save the chief of sinners. 
Did you possess the gift of foresight, and think to 
save your credit upon easy terms, when you promised to 
lodge in Charles- square next time you came to town, if 
we could receive you ? I no more thought of removing 
into the city, when I saw you last, than of going to Ben- 
gal ; but sure enough, I have taken a house in Coleman- 
street Buildings. It will be mine at Ladyday. But, 
first, we cannot go into it sooner than we can : there is 
some painting to be done, and then we must wait awhile 
for the smell of the paint to go off a little, Second, 
there are reasons why we must go in as soon as we cm* 
Md from these premises, taken together* I am ready tfr 
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fttfer— or, at least, to fear— that if you come up in the 
Easter week, you will find us either in the very hurry of 
removing, or so entirely unsettled, that we shall not he 
able to take you in. If it should prove so, I shall he 
very sorry ; hut I must he patient, for I cannot help it. 
If we are in town, at your vacation, you will find a pro- 
phet's chamber; but ft is possible, much about that 
tttne, we may be at Southampton, or somewhere else. 
We must then wait for the Christmas season, if we are 
all spared so long. I can only say, that whenever it 
dints you, and we are upon the spot, you may be assured 
of a hearty welcome. Coleman-street Buildings is about 
balf way between London Wall and King's Arms Yard. 
It is an airy, lightsome situation (for the City) ; and No. 
$, which we are going to, is a very good house. N.B. 
There is a clever, snug smoking-room. I was providen- 
tially led to this house, and have it remarkably cheap. 
It is nearer to all my connexions by a mile, and within 
seven minutes' walk of my church. I trust you will 
pray that the Lord, who has shown so much of his 
goodness at Charles- square, will afford us his gracious 
presence in Coleman-street likewise ; for without him, a 
palace would be but a dungeon. 

The " Messiah " is nearly printed off; I think it will 
be finished this week. But we must wait awhile for an 
index, without which I do not think a book complete. 
I BUppose about the time you are published in London, 
the " Messiah" will be published in Paternoster-row and 
6t* Paul's Church-yard. Here, again, I intreat your 
prayers that the Lord may be pleased to breathe his 
blessing upon a service, which I trust he himself put 
into my heart. Indeed, if it had not been much im- 
pressed upon my mind, I should hardly have had firm- 
ness and perseverance to finish it, in the midst of the 
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many engagements and avocations which call upon me 
daily. Considering that I have greatly lost my habit of 
rising early, I almost wonder that besides other writing, 
visiting, and being visited, I should be able to write for 
the press, so much as will fill nearly a thousand octavo 
pages in print, in less than ten months. If the Lord is 
pleased to make it useful, it would be foolishness in me 
to be much concerned what my fellow-worms may think 
of the performance. I expect to appear, as I am, a 
speckled bird, in the eyes of the religious world ; and in 
some places I have expressed myself with a freedom, 
which will not be very pleasing to some of my superiors. 
I have not designed to give offence, but some truths will 
offend some people. I hope simplicity has been my aim, 
but I know my heart is deceitful. However, I would be 
very thankful that the Lord has enabled me to finish this 
work, which I consider as my most important publication, 
and it will probably be my last, except a fugitive paper 
for a magazine or so. I certainly could not take leave of 
the press with a more noble subject. It will likewise 
have some novelty, and much variety, to recommend it. 
I could easily get the letters I send you franked, but 
I think till you inclose mine (as I have repeatedly desired 
you) under cover, to Samuel Thornton, Esq., I must 
make you pay postage, by way of fine. I much value 
your letters, and would not grudge postage, if necessary. 
But it is so very easy to inclose them to Mr. Thorn- 
ton, that the money seems thrown away, and therefore 
I must tax your pocket, that your pocket may refresh 
your memory. If you should receive this free it will 
positively be the last that will come so, unless you adopt 
my mode of conveyance. 

P is a good man, but young and warm ; he 

knows little more of the world than if he had lived all 
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his days in a wood. Help him with your advice. I hear 
he intends setting up Wednesday and Friday prayers in 
Olney church. Poor man, he is little aware that such 
an attempt will he sufficient, in such a place as Olney, to 
set up his name as a heretic and a pharisee. If you can 
dissuade him from being over churchish, at least while he 
stays there, you will do him a kindness. 

My letter is as long as yours, but yours is worth half 
a dozen such. But you have what offers ; when I can 
send you better I will. My Dear has been often ill of 
late, but I praise the Lord she is pretty well now. Betsey 
hearty. You have the love and good wishes of our whole 
family. Love to Mrs. Bull, and to Tommy the Grecian. 
Be assured that I am sincerely and always 

Your affectionate friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

Hoxton, \Zth March, '86. 
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LETTER XCII. 

My Dear Friend, 

Methought I saw them fall !* Poor Mr. Foster first, 
then Mr. Bull upon him. He had the best of it. How 
soft he fell ! like downy doctor upon a downy bed ! 
Then the chaise upon both ; so they lay well packed — 

" Like two round nuts close squeezed in one strait shell." 

When I found that these two valuable bodies of divi- 
nity had only a little dirt upon their binding, and had 
received no harm, I could not help smiling, to observe 
how they looked upon themselves, upon each other, and 
upon the chaise, when they were safely upon their legs 
again. I was reminded of the old adage, ne tutor ultra 
crepidam. To preach the gdspel acceptably to thou- 
sands, is one thing ; to drive a one-horse chaise through 
the streets evenly, so as not to spiil the contents, is 
quite another thing, and requires very different gifts and 
talents. 

But, seriously, I would be very thankful that neither 
of you were hurt. Such catastrophes, as this may pro- 
perly be called, have often been attended with dislocated 
or broken bones, a fractured skull, or instant death — so 
frail is man. Often, when he thinks himself safe, and 
is dreaming of his own importance, as if he were a ne- 
cessary part in the complicated movements of Divine 
Providence, he falls like grass before the scythe ; not by 

* The circumstance referred to occurred as the Rev. Henry Fos- 
ter was driving Mr. Bull in a gig through the streets of Norwich. 
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the hand of a giant* or the fangs of a tiger ; the veriest 
trifle is sufficient to destroy him . How many loose stones 
do we see in the road ; it seems no great matter where 
they lie ; yet any one of them, by changing the direction 
of a wheel, is sufficient to confound all the plans of this 
mighty creature ! One throws him down ; he falls with 
his head upon another; in that very moment all his 
thoughts perish. But the Lord gave his angels charge 
over you and brother Foster ; therefore you fell unhurt, 
and are still alive to praise and serve him. I see so 
much of the uncertainty of life, and how little I can either 
foresee or prevent what the next moment may bring 
forth, that I should be a very great coward — afraid not 
only of riding in a chaise, but of walking across a room — 
if I was not in some degree enabled to confide in the 
Lord's protection. I am at Southampton, or near it. 
I have been at Lymington and Portsmouth. I am going 
to-day to Salisbury ; to-morrow to Bath ; and shall be 
the next day at Bristol, if the Lord permit. In the 
course of next week, we hope to return to beloved home. 
We have had a merciful excursion hitherto. Health, 
safety, kind friends, good accommodation, pleasant rides 
and walks, Christian converse, opportunities of hearing 
and preaching the good gospel. Fresh air and salt water 
have agreed well with me. My Dear has been tolerable ; 
and Betsey, who was rather poorly before we set out, looks 
like a country girl again. But I am still a poor creature, 
and know not whether my causes for thankfulness or 
shame are most abundant. It is well that I am permitted 
to look to Him who lived and died for sinners. 

I must defer the long letter you ask for till another 
time. We are packing up, and must set out soon. 
Accept this as a token of love. Continue to pray for me. 
Love to Tommy, ditto to Mr. and Mrs. Storry, when you 
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see them. I can feel for them in the death of another 
child. Bat he is well disposed of; and all things are 
right and good for those who love God. Adieu. 

Yours indeed, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
5th Sept,, '86, 



LETTER XCIII. 

MON CHER TaURBAU, 

You have set me a good example, and I am willing to 
follow it; therefore, though your letter has not been 
with me two hours, I begin an answer. I am glad to 
hear that all is well and peaceful with you, and it is so 
with us likewise; such is the Lord's goodness to us. 
I sometimes express myself in Herbert's words : 

" Thou, who hast given so much to me, 
Give one thing more, — a grateful heart.'' 

I believe what you disapprove, about not applying 
passages in the Old Testament to the Messiah, without 
express authority from the New, is in the twenty-third 
sermon of the first volume ; for, in the first sermon of 
the second to which you refer, I can find nothing like it. 
I have met with such trash from some who pretend to 
spiritualize, and obtruded with so much confidence, that 
I thought it right to enter my protest against the 
practice, especially as I think it obtains most amongst 
rash and injudicious preachers. And though sometimes 
wise and good men give a little into it, I think it is 
rather countenanced than justified by their example. 
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For instance, I remember to have heard one Mr. Bull 
preach a sermon, and a very good one, from Exodus, iv. 
14 ; but though the sermon was a good one, I thought 
the points which he enlarged upon were no more de- 
ducible from that text, than from the first verse in 
Genesis. Mr. Bull, however, knew what he was about ; 
but when such men as Mr. Page* attempt to preach from 
Gen. xxxv. 8, that Deborah is the law, the oak under 
which she was buried, the cross, etc., etc., they make 
wild work of it. I have allowed the propriety of preach- 
ing, by way of accommodation, and J think I have not 
said that we should apply no passages to Jesus unless 
quoted in so many words in the New Testament ; but that 
when we propose our own sentiments, which are not so 
supported, we should do it under great modesty (page 
406), which, perhaps you will readily allow. After all, 
if, in this point, the observation that doctors differ, 
should apply to you and me, I have still the comfort of 
thinking, that there are not many doctors who differ less, 
or in fewer particulars, than we do. J like to have the 
proofs of the subject lie plainly in the text ; but if another 
preaches solid scriptural gospel truth from Higgaion, 
Selah, I am content. My censure is only intended against 
those who affect to please, and to show their superior 
sagacity by the singularity, quaintness, and novelty of 
their conceits, and who think they can discover mysteries 
in a text, when, perhaps, they do not understand even 
the literal sense of it. 

A minister who should go to Botany Bay without a 
real call from the Lord, and without receiving from him 
an apostolical spirit, the spirit of a missionary, enabling 
him to forsake all, to give up all, to venture all, to put 

* Rev. Mr. Page, for a short time curate at Olney. 
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himself into the Lord's hands without reserve, to sink or 
swim, had better run his head against a stone walk I 
am strongly inclined to hope Mr. Johnson is thus called, 
and will be thus qualified* He is humble and simple* 
hearted. I think he would not have thought of this 
service had it not been proposed to him ; for some time 
he wished to decline it, but he could not, he durst not* 
I believe he has now made up his mind, and several inci- 
dents have concurred to encourage him and me likewise 
in the hope that the thing is of the Lord, I should not 
advise him to consult with you upon the point. Your 
appointment is to smoke your pipe quietly at home, to 
preach, and to lecture your pupils. You are not cut out 
for a missionary ; and nothing perhaps would have been 
done, either in the Danish West India Islands, or in 
Greenland, if the attachments and feelings of all men 
had been like yours and mine. I must have my tea, my 
regular hours, and twenty little things which I can have 
when my post is fixed. I should shrink at the thought 
of living upon seals and train oil. I have not zeal to 
sell myself to be a slave for the opportunity of preaching 
to the slaves, while I was working with them ; but the 
Lord inspired the Moravian missionaries with resolution 
to court hardships like these, so that they might win 
souls, and he gave them success. Oh, if Johnson is 
the man, whom the Lord appoints to the honour of 
being the first to carry the glad tidings into the southern 
hemisphere, he will be a great and honoured man indeed* 
Let the world admire ColumbuB, Drake, and Cook. 
Johnson will in my view be unspeakably superior to 
them all. I do not think he has those popular talents 
which are so much run after amongst us ; but I believe 
he has good plain sense, solidity, humility, and steadi- 
ness: these are the truly great talents, these are 
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indispensably necessary, and these only, where he is 
going. I believe with his simple views, the Lord will 
not permit him to mistake his will in an affair of such 
vast importance ; and therefore, if he does go, I shall 
hope for a happy event. If I am not mistaken, sooner 
or later the gospel must be preached in the South Seas ; 
if so, there must be a beginning. Perhaps this is the 
time. Perhaps this is the final cause of our attempting 
a settlement in New Holland. Often when politicians 
have one thing in view, the Lord has another ; and their 
plans succeed in order to the accomplishment of his. 

Olney Hymns and Olney Homer / I understand you ; \*r 
when shall I come to my Nil admirari. I find after all 
my supposed acquaintance with the human heart, there 
are windings and depths in it, of which I know no more 
than of the dark unfathomable caves of ocean. When I 
have puzzled and grieved sufficiently about things which 
I cannot account for nor remedy, then I try to leave 
them with the Lord. He alone can make the crooked 
straight. It is singular indeed— and we may say of this 
torn, as of all that went before it, God moves in a mys- 
terious way ! 

My regard for Mr. Barham and his family will make 
me always glad to serve him. You must, however, ex- 
cuse me from speaking positively about the Testimonium. 
When he brings it to me, signed by Mr. Rose, I shall be 
able to judge better ; but I do not choose to bind myself 
by an absolute promise before I see him, and converse 
with him. You may be sure it would give me great pain 
to refuse him. But as to finding a third, it is quite out 
of my reach. I know no minister who has been ac~ 
onainted with Mr. Barham these three years last past. 
I believe I have seen him but once or twice myself within 
that time. The testimonial will express that I ver% : 
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think him a proper person for orders. If I should really 
think so in my heart, I shall he glad to subscribe it with 
my hand. 

With love to Mrs. Bull, Tommy, and the Utopians, I 
remain your affectionate brother and servant, 

JOHN OMICRON. 
27M Oct., '86. 



LETTER XCIV. 

Mon cher Ami, Monsieur Taureau, 

How many questions may a curious, impertinent child 
ask, which a wise man cannot answer to his satisfaction — 
especially if the subject be above the child's capacity ! 
Verily, we are children. We stand by the Lord, if I 
may so speak, while he is working ; and at every turn 
are prone to discover our ignorance — too often, I fear, 
our presumption-— by our inquiries, How is this ? and 
Why is that ? Mr. Latrobe dead ! Surely not. Why 
he was a great man — a useful man. Oh J how he will 
be missed ! Who can supply his place ? We thought 
that, if he had been apparently drawing his last breath, 
the Lord would have restored such a man in answer to 
prayer. So children have talked; and I at one time 
talked thus childishly myself; at least, I thought so, if 
I kept my mouth shut. But, perhaps, from what I have 
hinted, I can assign the cause of his death better than the 
surgeons who -opened his body. When once we con- 
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«der a man as great and useful, as one who cannot be 
spared, and whose loss cannot be easily replaced, we may 
consider him as standing upon dangerous ground. Do 
we not provoke the Lord to jealousy, by holding an in. 
strument so high? Do we not sometimes render it 
proper and fit for him to show us, that he standeth not 
in need of a sinful worm ? If the Lord is pleased to 
raise up a servant, to honour him with an eminency of 
gifts, graces, and usefulness, and then take him suddenly 
away, we are ready to say, What a dark Providence ! 
How mysterious are his ways ! But where is the mystery 
of all this, if it be only to show us that he can carry on 
his work very well without him? One such instance 
may do more to wean the rest of his servants from that 
idea of self-importance, to which we are all liable, than a 
thousand sermons on the subject. And so far as it has 
this effect, the death of a Latrobe may be more useful 
than his life. 

Dear Mr. Unwin * moved in a less extensive sphere, 
yet the loss of him will likewise be felt in his connexions. 
But the Lord can make up all. He was with me an 
hour that morning he set off with Mr. H. Thornton, and 
he told me that he had seen Mr. Latrobe more than 
once while he was confined at Test on, and seemed much 
impressed with what he had seen and heard. Little did 
he or J then think that they would both die on the same 
day ! May we be always ready ! And let us remember 
in the midst of our preaching and teaching, that though 
the Lord is pleased to employ us for a while, he can 
carry on his designs without our assistance. Mrs. 
Unwin the widow, has been very low, but is now better ; 

* Rev. W. Cawtbome Unwin, rector of Stock, Essex. 
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I breakfasted with her at Clapham yesterday. .She set 
off soon after to a friend's at Leytonstone, and will 
J return to Stock in a few days. But how different will 
« her house look now I Lately, it was her home ; now, she 
must soon leave it. Lately, she could find her hushand 
in the rooms or in the garden ; but now, the place which 
knew him knows him no more. But she has hope in 
the Lord ; and he, I trust, will support her* The same 
sun still shines at Stock, and God is at all times and in 
all circumstances equally near to those who trust in him. 
But what avail to have a good house well furnished, 
large and pleasant gardens, etc., when one unexpected 
stroke can so suddenly throw a gloom upon the whole, 
and change our Eden into a wilderness. Having food 
and raiment, and moderate conveniences, let us be con- 
tent, let us be thankful. Many have not so much. 
None can properly make use of more. 

Mrs. Newton hopes your head is better, and your 
spirits pretty good. If not, send her word how you 
are, and how you feel, that she may sympathise with 
you. 

Mr. R., of B— — , has indeed had some scep- 
tical qualms about his situation in the church, and some 
thoughts of seceding or dissenting from us, but I hope 
they are blown over. I shall be sorry if he scruples 
himself out of a sphere of usefulness. But I never 
beard that he wavered as to the doctrines of the gospel. 
I hope it is no more than what I have mentioned, mis- 
represented or misunderstood. But I cannot answer for 
him, nor even for myself, unless I am upheld. We are 
all poor weathercocks if left to ourselves. I have always 
thought him an upright good man, though not the most 
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judicious. My love and our love to Mrs. Bull and 
Tommy. 

Pray for us ; and believe me to be your affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. " 
22 Dec, '86. 

Be so good as to send the inclosed immediately by some 
careful hand at your market. Should it not be received 
to-morrow, several poor folks at Olney will miss their 
Christmas dinner. 



LETTER XCV. 
My Dear Taureau, 

You have already heard from Mr. Neale, and are pre- 
pared to receive Robert Cottam, whom I introduce to you 
by this line. He is a pretty looking and pretty spoken 
lad. I hope you will like him, and that, by the Lord's 
blessing, you will have the honour of forming him to 
the good work. 

My Dear has been quite ill ; is still poorly ; and I am 
not so well as usual. A cold, hoarseness, and a touch 
of the fever, made me feel the service of yesterday ; but 
I got well through. 

I hope this will find you an athletic in health and spirits ; 
labouring mightily, cheerfully, and successfully for the 
Lord. Love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy. 

Yours always, 

OMICRON. 
« 15th Oct. 

Q 
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LBTTBE XOVI. 
Dbar Mr. Taubeau, 

I am now monstrous busy ; bat my Dear says, I mast 
tell you that, because you said you liked hams, she sent 
you last week the only one she had in the house, per 
Newport waggon, carriage paid. She hopes it arrived 
safe, and will prove good. 

It is pretty well with us at present — very well indeed, 
considering we are sinners. We have a measure of health, 
at least, by intervals. We have food, raiment, and fire. 
We have hams for ourselves, and can spare one to send 
to Newport. We have the Bible, the Gospel, the throne 
of grace, the meaus of grace, the hope of glory. Ah ! 
what cold language is it for such sinners, so favoured, to 
say, It iz pretty v*U with us ! Whereas we ought to say, 
His mercy is greater than the heavens* 

With our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy, 

I remain your affectionate 

OMICitON. 
4th Dec, 
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LETTER XCVII. 
My Dear Friend, 

You have behaved like a mighty good Bull, as you are, 
in trotting over twice to Weston. I could not see you 
at Newport while you were in London, nor while I my- 
self was at Northampton. 

A great object with me was Creaton, where I preached 
twice on Wednesday. Surely the Lord dwelleth in that 
place. But who that judgeth by outward appearances 
would look for Him in so small and obscure a village ? 
Yet that little village is more truly glorious than all the 
mountains of prey — than all the Babylons and Homes 
that ever existed — though a detail of the madness, 
tyranny, and profligacy of those cities engages the atten-r 
tion of the learned, and is dignified with the name of 
history. 

I have had eight doses from Dr. Pulpit this week* and 
am to take the ninth this evening. They agree perfectly 
well with me, only that their operation, together with 
the warmth of the weather, have left me a little in the 
lazy way. 

We intend visiting you and Mrs. Ball on Tuesday 
next. I shall be sorry to leave Mrs. Newton behind 
me, and therefore, if her headache, which cannot be 
foreseen till it comes, should disable her from waiting 
on you then, I shall defer it till Wednesday. But I hope 
the Lord will permit us to be with you on Tuesday, 
provided that day be convenient to you, and we mean to 
be at Newport about noon. 

Q2 
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The rest when we meet. Only love to Mrs. Ball and 
Tommy, from my Dear, and Betsey, and your affectionate, 

OMICRON. 
Weston, 1st August, '88. 



LETTER XCVIIL 

My Dear Friend, 

It is probable our dear child will be in a better world 
before morning, bat I begin writing to night because your 
kind letter deserves oar early notice and thanks. On 
Thursday she walked with me a little while in Moorfields, 
her burden seemed lighter, and though her talk was not 
comfortable, there was a gracious savour in it, which 
gave me comfort and satisfaction. But in the afternoon 
she said, " Oh it is coming again ! Oh what have I to 
go through !" The gloom increased, and the two next 
days we could hardly draw a word from her, but her 
whole manner showed a grateful attention to our kind- 
ness, and that her not being able to express it was some 
addition to her trouble. On Saturday, about five in the 
afternoon, she was seized with a violent convulsive agony 
in her head, which lasted an hour. Dr. B. thought it 
might possibly return in about twelve hours, and that 
if it did, she would hardly survive it, but it did not 
return. From that time she has been more quiet and 
composed, and though I do not think she is yet freed 
from those terrible assaults of the enemy, her gentleness 
and ready compliance with whatever is proposed, is 
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equal to what might be expected from a mind in perfect 
peace. I am hoping and praying, that if it be the lord's 
pleasure to take her to himself, he will yet enable her to 
speak words of peace to his praise ; but however desirable 
this is, if the violence of her disorder should prevent it, 
I shall be well satisfied without it, that she is gone to 
praise him in a better world. There are marks of grace, 
very satisfactory to me, when from reserve or other 
reasons much has not been said in the experimental way. 
Her love to the Lord's ordinances and people, the ten- 
derness of her conscience, her strict regard to truth and 
peace, the manner in which she walked an,d conversed, 
her rich acquaintance with the Scriptures, her cheerful 
and voluntary renunciation of the baits which the world 
holds out to young people, her kind, affectionate, obedi- 
ence to her mamma and me, her habit of benevolence 
and tenderness, studying to be useful and obliging to all 
about her — in these things she was exemplary, and she 
knew and felt herself a sinner, and placed her whole 
dependance, I doubt not, upon Him who died for sinners. 
While her disorder was more moderate, oh with what 
sweet simplicity she prayed ! With delight I heard her 
again and again, remind the Lord of transactions that 
had passed between him and her soul, and commit herself 
into his hands for mercy. Simplicity was indeed her 
characteristic, in this I think no person of her years could 
exceed her. 

The morning is now come. She lay quiet through 
the night — is still alive, and there is no great visible 
alteration in her since the evening. My feelings are 
sharply tried, but I trust I do not wish to recall the 
surrender I have made of her into the Lord's hands. 
I know we do not suffer by chance, and I hope we shall 
not suffer in vain. 
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I have much to attend to to-day, abroad and at home, 
shall therefore close with oar united love to yon, Mrs. 
Bull, and Tommy. Your prayers, I believe, are already 
engaged for us. The Lord bless you and yours. 

I am your affectionate friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Dec. 23rd, '$$. 



LETTER XCIX. 

Mt Dbar Friends, 

Somb time on Tuesday the fever began to take what I 
may call a more placid turn. The Lord has removed the 
heavy gloom from her spirits, and the dreadful storm is, 
I trust, overblown. But still it is a fever which affords 
little ground to expect her recovery ; since it has ceased 
to prey upon her nerves, and become more of an in- 
flammatory kind. She has taken James's powders seven 
times in the twenty-four hours, but without any sensible 
effect. She has had no sleep for about forty-eight 
hours. It is not to be wondered, therefore, that her 
mind wanders. But her wanderings are gentle. She 
knows everybody about her ; what is said when spoken 
to ; and can ask for what she wants. At intervals she 
has prayed, repeated apt texts of Scripture, and some 
lines or verses of hymns, which sufficiently indicate 
which way her mind looks, so far as the malady permits 
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it to act ; and He who searches the heart, knows and 
hears what we cannot. Her mind is open to him when 
it is shut to us. She is still in his hands, and there, 
through mercy, I am still enabled to leave her, I hope, 
without anxiety, though not without some acute and 
painful feelings. 

Mrs. Newton's feelings are, as you may suppose, sharply 
tried ; but she is mercifully upheld. We thank you for 
your kind sympathy and prayers. Were you our only 
kind friends, I would certainly write to you every day* 
But the Lord has given us many. I have many mes* 
sages, notes, letters, and visitants, which must be at" 
tended to. But I will supply you with intelligence as 
often as I can ; when I cannot, I trust you will excuse 
me. 

With our love to Mrs. Bull, and all your family, I 
remain 

Your affectionate and obliged 

JOHN NEWTON. 

26M Dec, '88. 



y Google 



232 LETTERS OF THE 

LETTER C. 
My Dear Friend, 

Your kind letter must be answered, whoever waits. 
I should have written more early in the week, but for a 
strange notion which got into my head, that Mr. Thorn- 
ton's intended journey into the north would bring yon 
to London. I found out to-day, by my own sagacity, 
that it is not unlikely he may call and take you up in his 
way. 

Our dear Betsey is, we hope, upon the recovery ; but 
the transition from health to sickness is usually more 
rapid than the return from sickness to health. I think 
she gains strength, though slowly ; she sleeps more, and 
better ; and though the enemy still shoots his fiery darts 
at her, I think they neither fly so fast, nor wound so 
deeply, as they did. If the Lord is pleased to restore 
strength to her nerves, and to raise her spirits, which 
have been much depressed, I hope she will soon .find her- 
self upon peaceful ground, and that she will live to praise 
him. After what she has gone through, it seems al- 
most miraculous that she is so well as she is; and per- 
haps the gradual and slow progress of her recovery may 
give a better hope that it will be complete and perma- 
nent, than if it had been more speedy. 

Mrs. Newton has been much exercised ; sometimes I 
have feared she would be overdone, but the Lord has 
mercifully renewed her strength; and I do not know 
that her health, upon the whole, has been much worse, 
during the last trying month, than for any equal space 
of time since our return from Weston. But we are 
growing older, and may expect that as years increase 
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infirmities will increase also. To those who are not cat 
off hy a sadden stroke, or by some violent acute illness, 
sooner or later, days will come which the flesh will 
account evil days, in which little comfort will be found, 
but what the Lord is pleased to afford immediately from 
himself. We are in his hands, and they are merciful 
hands. Many a time he has known our souls in adver- 
sity ; heard our prayers, and granted us relief from pain 
and sickness, from sorrow and perplexity ; and though 
we are unworthy of his goodness, and have been un- 
faithful stewards of his manifold blessings, yet his word 
still gives us encouragement to trust in him, and call 
upon him as long as we live. May his Holy Spirit give 
us liberty and humble confidence to improve the liberty 
his promise allows of casting all our cares upon him, 
with a persuasion that he careth for us. May his grace 
be sufficient for us, and our strength according to our 
day, and then all shall be well. The time is short, and 
the sufferings of the present life are not worthy to be 
compared with the glory which shall be revealed. A 
happy end will make amends for all we can meet by the 
way. Oh that we could learn to live with the Lord by 
the day, and leave the unknown to to-morrow, and all 
its wants, with him. The trials of yesterday are gone, 
to return no more. Those of to-morrow are not yet 
come. The Lord mercifully parcels out to us our lot of 
afflictions by minutes and moments, that we might not 
be overburdened ; but we, foolishly looking back to the 
past, and forward to the future, load ourselves with an 
unnecessary and unprofitable weight ; no wonder, there- 
fore, that we are often weary. The heaviest part of our 
trials is owing, not so much to the dispensations which 
cause them, as the self-will and unbelief of our hearts ; 
and our relief depends more upon the cure of our wrong 
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inward dispositions, than upon any change of oar out- 
ward circumstances. 

At my first setting out in life, my wickedness and folly 
plunged me into a variety of wretchedness. But since 
the Lord was pleased to find and call me in the waste 
howling wilderness, my path has been comparatively 
smooth, and my lot (myself being judge in my own case) 
a highly favoured one. He led me about into various 
places and situations ; in every place he did me good, 
and gave me favour amongst my fellow-creatures ; and 
every change his Providence appointed me, was for the 
better, both as to personal comfort and to usefulness. 
Vile as my heart has been, he has preserved my charac- 
ter, he has kept me from gross errors in judgment, and 
from gross miscarriages in conduct. He has preserved 
to me my dear partner, and preserved our mutual affec- 
tions unabated for near thirty years since he first joined 
our hands and hearts. At present I am happy in many 
kind friends, and endeared connexion^, — happy in the 
exercise of my ministry, among a numerous, affectionate, 
and attentive people, many of whom are of the first rank 
for real grace and practical godliness. As yet my bow 
abides in strength, and he has not yet taken his holy 
word out of my lips. Shall I not then praise him for all 
that is past ? Ought I not to trust him for all that is to 
come ? I have indeed occasionally had my trials, and 
Some of them have been sharp ; but their sharpness, as I 
have hinted, has been chiefly owing to my want of faith 
and submission, and I have reason to say, Nisiperiisstm, 
periissem. I have reason to praise him for my trials, for, 
most probably, I should have been ruined without them. 

I am not willing to close our correspondence so soon 
as you speak of. I shall hope to hear from you when 
you are in the north, and will endeavour to pay yoa in 
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the same way. May the Lord, the good Shepherd, be 
sun and shield to you and to dear Mr. Thornton, through- 
out your journey, and bring you home full of grace and 
peace. Remember our love to Mrs. Bull and Tommy. 
I trust you continue to pray for your affectionate 
Mends, 

JOHN and MAftY NEWTON. 
16 J*n. '89. 



LETTER CI. 
Mir Dear Friend, 

I thank you again. The prayers, advice, and sym- 
pathy of Christian friends, compose a cordial very accept- 
able in an hour of trouble. Though our effectual help be 
m the Lord alone, such friends are not like Job's miser- 
able comforters, they are his instruments to us for good. 
I thank him for them (for who would smile upon me 
unless he gave me favour in their sight), and I thank 
them for their kindness. 

Our dear child has passed through so many changes, 
that I knew not what to say all last week, particularly 
on Saturday ; we were hourly expecting her dismission. 
When I went to church on Sunday morning, I no more 
expected to find her alive at my return, than to find her 
well, yet she is living still, and apparently not so likely 
to die soon, as she was for many days past. Neither do 
I see any favourable symptoms to warrant the expect- 
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ation of recovery. But I have little to do with ap- 
pearances and symptoms. She is in the hands of Him 
who loves her better than I can. He does all things in 
wisdom, mercy, and faithfulness. We are allowed to 
trust in God, who raiseth the dead. I cannot be suf- 
ficiently thankful, that she is freed from the dreadful 
assaults of the enemy. I have not asked for her life — 
I dare not ; but I have found liberty to pray that she 
might be in a measure composed, and she is as much so 
as can be expected, considering the nature of her malady, 
and her great weakness. 

When you are inclined to trot over to Weston, yon 
will take, perhaps, my letters with you, and then you 
will probably see one that I send to day to Mrs. Unwin 
which may contain some particulars not to be found in 
yours. 

I cannot say that I was sorry to hear of Mrs. Wilber- 
force's release, though I loved her, and believe she 
loved me, and though she will be missed by her family 
and dependents greatly. Yet she suffered so much, 
that I was rather glad than sorry to hear that she was 
entered into the rest and joy of her Lord. May the 
same grace enable us to persevere, and make us willing 
if such be our Lord's pleasure, to suffer afflictions for a 
while, since they are not worthy to be compared with 
the glory which shall be revealed. 

With love to Mrs. Bull, and Tommy, and your 
family, 

Your affectionate and obliged brother, 

OMICRON. 
30M Dec. 
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Through mercy I am enabled to go through my pub- 
lic services with liberty and comfort. 

The doctor is just come down stairs, and says dear 
Betsey is certainly better at present. 



LETTER CII. 
My Dear Sir, 

Whether you returned to Clapham with Mr. Thorn- 
ton yesterday, or stopped at Newport, as yet I know 
not. The latter is possible, but in either case you will 
receive this, to congratulate you on the completion of 
your journey, to thank you for your letter from York, 
and to express my hope that you found Mrs. Bull, and 
all at home, well and in peace* 

Dear Miss Catlett is very much recovered. She has 
not fully regained her strength, but her health is greatly 
restored, and her spirits are better. The Lord enabled 
her to go to church on Sunday, the 8th instant, in the 
evening, and she has been there twice since. She has 
been several times abroad in a carriage, and walking in 
Draper's Garden near us. To-morrow she goes, if the 
Lord pleases, to spend a few days with a friend at Stoke 
Newington, for a little change of air, and better oppor- 
tunity of exercise* 

When she first appeared at church I preached from 
Psalm cxvi. 1, 2, as a thanksgiving sermon. I am per- 
suaded that many of the congregation had prayed ear- 
nestly for her, and were glad to see her again. A 
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revival from the state in which she lay for several days 
seemed a kind of resurrection. Such proofs of His 
power and goodness in answer to prayer, justly demand 
returns of gratitude, love, and praise ; and give us fresh 
encouragement to call upon him as long as we live. I 
hope we shall not call upon him only when we are in 
trouble, but keep closer to him, and more sensibly de- 
pendent upon him, if he sees fit to afford us an inter- 
val of ease and prosperity. And we may expect more 
changes; clouds will return, new troubles will arise, but, 
blessed be his name, we know where to apply for help in 
every time of need. He who has delivered, and who 
does deliver, will support and deliver to the end. 

Pray for me, my friend, that the late dispensation, 
which was not joyous but grievous, may be sanctified to 
myself and to my dear Mrs. Newton. Though the 
Lord mercifully upheld me in my public line, I was con- 
scious of a languor in my private walk, and in the 
inward frame of my spirit before him, which must have 
stopped my mouth from complaining, had he sent a still 
more severe visitation to arouse me. It is a merey not 
to be deserted and put to shame before the people. 
But the exercise of gifts and of graee are different and 
distinct things. Pray that I may not have suffered in 
vain, but may have reason to say, " It is good for medial 
1 have been afflicted." 

Pray likewise for the dear child. She likewise is afraid 
lest she should lose the sense of what the Lord has shown 
her and done for her. Those jealous fears which arise 
from a sense of our own weakness, and the snares and 
dangers that surround us, and which urge us to cry to 
him, who alone is able to keep us from falling, " Hold 
thou me up and I shall be safe/' are rather to be en- 
couraged than suppressed. In this sense it is said, 
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"Happy is the man that feareth always." Bat I have 
a well-grounded hope, that she has been drawn by his 
grace, truly to yield and entrust herself to him, and that 
he has taken such fast hold of her heart, that nothing 
shall be able to separate her from his love. He will per* 
mit neither force nor fraud, to pluck those out of hi* 
hands, whom he has once enabled simply and sincerely to 
commit their all to him. 

Mrs, Newton continues much as usual. She had been 
confined from church some weeks before Betsey's illness, 
and has not been there yet. But she is not confined to 
her bed, nor often to her room. Last Thursday we 
entered the fortieth year of our joint reign. At our time 
of life it is lees to be wondered that one of us should be 
ailing, than that either of us should be well. My health 
hitherto seems as firm as ever, and T feel little abate- 
ment of my powers either of body or mind, so far as con- 
cerns my ministry ; which ought to be, and I hope is, 
the chief consideration which makes health or life valu- 
able in my view. But at the age of sixty-four I cannot 
expect to get on thus a great while. No matter, my 
times are in His hands who doeth all things well. Only 
Hfey he enable me to live to him while I do live, and to 
serve him while I can do any thing ; and when he calls 
me or disables me, to retire with a good grace and a good 
nope, rejoicing that I am no longer wanted, and that he 
has other instruments coming forward to carry on his 
merciful designs, I hope with greater zeal and success 
than I knew in my best times. 

Mr. Atkins, the blind man, desired me to speak to Mr. 
Thornton, on behalf of the youth (Cottam,* I think, you 
call him), whom Mr. Neale sent to Newport. I thought 

* Afterwards the Rev. Robert Cottam, incumbent of Broma- 
PW» Woiwstershire. 
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I would, but upon second thoughts, which are sometimes 
best, it seemed better to refer the business to you. I 
verily believe Atkins is a good and benevolent person. 
He respected this young man (who had lived some time 
with him) and wished to assist him in his views to the 
ministry. John Ryland, sen., according to the known 
warmth of his spirit, pushed him on. " Never talk of 
prudence, trust in God, he will incline your friends to 
assist you in the necessary expense. Faith jumps over 
mountains, or removes them, etc." Mr. Atkins hastily 
followed his advice, and he found friends to assist him at 
first, but they have dropped, and they have left poor 
Atkins in a difficulty. He is unwilling to desert the 
young man, and unable to support him. If you think 
the young man deserving, and choose to mention him to 
Mr. Thornton, as he is under your care, I judge it will 
come with more propriety from you. Let me know your 
mind when you are at leisure. 

We all join in love to you, Mrs. Bull, and Tommy. 

I am sincerely yours, 

OMICRON. 
\7thFeb., '89. 

I have not time to treat on the particulars of your 
letter. 
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LETTER CIIJ. 
Rev. and Dear Taurbau, 

Thb nice half pig (not the half nice pig) which you 
sent, arrived safely : coming from you, it was sure of a 
welcome. Thank you for pig and letter, and for every 
token and expression of your love to your old Mends. 

My Dear thanks you for your kind concern about her ; 
and so do I. Though she has now and then, and here 
and there, a pain or complaint, she is, in the main, and 
upon the whole, tolerable ; and, compared with what she 
was at this time last year, we have great cause for thank- 
fulness. 

I have already written more than the three lines you 
asked for ; but when writing to you, would time permit, 
I would send three sides, or three sheets. I will at least 
keep on till the barber or the breakfast stops me. 

This is Mrs. Newton's birthday. For many years I 
used to keep the anniversary of her birth and my own, 
and of our marriage, as fast days. Not that I was sorry 
that we were born, or 6orry that the Lord brought us 
together ; but I observed it as a day of solemn prayer 
and praise. How very different must the history of my 
life have been, if she bad not been sent into the world 
after me ! Then, most probably, I should neither have 
known Guinea nor Mary "Woolnoth. She is evidently 
the hinge on which my whole life has turned. She was 
the occasion, though not the cause, of that series of fool- 
ish conduct on my part, which plunged me into the 
misery of African bondage ; and when I was there, I 
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was so infatuated and degraded in my spirit, — so riveted 
to my chains, that I think nothing but the attachment I 
felt for her, which remained when every other moral or 
prudential sentiment was effaced from my mind, could 
have induced me to return. 

You will find an abridgment of my life thus far in 
Deut. xxxii. 10 to 14 (I have but too much reason to 
take the 15th verse into the account). You may find 
another in Isaiah xlii. 16. I meet with several passages 
in the Psalms, likewise, which seem so suitable to my 
case, as if written on purpose, particularly in the 7 1st, 
which came in the course of my reading this morning. 
I have been a wonder to many, and may well be a wonder 
to myself. 

The 1 2th inst. will be my wedding-day. Just forty 
years ago we joined hands, and entered together upon 
the world's wilderness. We knew not the right path 
across it, but seemed disposed to take the first that 
offered. But we had not wandered far, before the Lord, 
whom we little thought of, was pleased to give us some 
sense of our need of a guide ; and from that time, he 
has taken upon himself the care and cost of our journey. 
He himself has been our guard and guide, our sun and 
shield, our physician and provider, our counsellor and cur 
comforter. Oh that we had more regarded his counsel, 
and more prized his comforts ! Very different has been 
the path by which he has led us, from that which we 
should have chosen, if permitted, for ourselves. Many 
situations we have been in, many changes we have seen ; 
but having obtained help from God, we continue to this 
day. Again we are spared to set up a new Ebenezer. 
The greater part of our journey is accomplished : how 
much farther we have to go, He knows,— we know not. 
But I humbly hope he will still be our guide and guard, 
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even unto death. The shadows of evening are lengthen- 
ing upon us ; the night cometh ; I hope it will be but a 
momentary night, ushering in an everlasting day. Pray 
for as : I will try to pay you in kind. But I must break 
off. Mrs. Newton and Catty join with me in love to 
you, Mrs. Bull, and Tommy. 
The Lord bless you and yours abundantly. Amen. 

I am yours truly affectionate, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
2nd Feb., '90. 



LETTEE CIV. 
My Dear Mr. Tau react, 

How vain are all things here below ! So we read, 
so we preach ; is it a wonder that so we find it ? The 
Lord givetb, or rather lendeth ; when he recalls his own, 
shall we not say, Blessed be the name of the Lord ! 

Our meeting last night was short, and not over 
joyous. Had you found me alone I would have kept 
you a little longer, or accompanied you to Mr. Neale's. 
But I set out with you this morning, we are now (at 
past seven) not far from the foot of Hjghgate Hill. I 
mean to see you now and then on the road — and on 
your arrival at Newport. Thus I shall he present in 
spirit to-day, and to-morrow I hope to wait upon you in 
the shape of a letter. Perhaps we both need a cordial. 
If writing should prove one to me, and reading what 
r • - - R 2 
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I write should comfort you, I shall be glad. Well 
then, to begin, if possible, at the right end, I will teU 
you though you know it, that the Lord reigns ; and 
that this Lord is our Lord. He to whom we have been 
invited, and enabled to commit all our concerns, has all 
power, and doth what he pleaseth among the armies of 
heaven and the inhabitants of the earth. Consequently 
he is both able to help us, and to shield us from harm. 

Again his goodness is equal to his power, and his 
goodness has extended unto us. Were we not cast 
upon him from the birth ? Was he not our hope upon the 
breast ? Did he not care for us in infancy, childhood, and 
youth ? He not only spared, but preserved us, when 
we were sinning against him. Whither should we 
have wandered if he had not stopped us, and led us into 
his own fold ? From that time what a good Shepherd ! 
Yea long before, for he laid down his life for his sheep. 
His blessing has signally been with you and me, in our 
personal, domestic, and public concerns. He hath given 
us many comforts, and some usefulness. He has led us 
about, permitted us to speak of his name in many places, 
and honoured us with the friendship of some of his most 
favoured people. 

Once more, his wisdom is perfect. He doth all 
things well ; in time, manner, and circumstance. He 
does not indeed always inform us of his reasons, but we 
have good ground to be sure that they are always worthy 
of himself. If then he is wise, good, and almighty, to 
wish the slightest alteration in his plan and manage- 
ment, must be equally presumptuous and foolish. Lord, 
help us to say, Thy will be done ! 

We ascribe the death of believers to falls or fevers, 
etc. These are but the second causes. You will find the 
true cause in John xvii. 24. When the hour comes that he 
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will have them with him to behold his glory, should we 
wish to delay them if we could ? But some of them 
have been so useful ! Surely they will not be useless 
where they are going ; though we know not particularly 
the services appointed them there. I cannot doubt, but 
they will be much more noble, extensive, and important 
than any thing they could attempt while here. Mr. 
Thornton has been long a burning and shining light ; he 
is eclipsed by his present decline, but death will not 
extinguish him. And He who has the residue of the 
Spirit will never want instruments to promote his own 
cause, and to comfort his own people. I think it proba- 
ble that no one man in Europe, in private life, will be so 
much missed at first ; but I trust his place will be well 
supplied, even by those of his own family. 

You know something of my peculiar obligations to 
him. I hope my respect and affection were in some degree 
proportionable. To him, under the Lord, I owe all my 
consideration and comfort as a minister. It was a 
pleasure to me if I only saw him passing by. I believe 
I shall see his face no more here, but hereafter. Oh 
what a hope ! what a prospect ! 

Mrs. Newton has been at no time worse than yesterday. 
She has had a better night than I could have expected, 
only, as we have so many tokens of the Lord's com- 
passion in this affliction. We are in his hands — He 
knows what I feel, and what, with submission to his will, 
appears desirable to me ; but he knows likewise, and has 
in some degree apprized me of my utter unfitness to 
choose for myself, Lord, I would, I do submit. 

With our united love to Mrs Bull and Tommy, 

I remain, your very affectionate, 

OMICRON. 
13 Oct. '90. 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 
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LETTER CV. 
My Dear Brother Bull, 

Franks at present are suspended, as the three gentle- 
men* are all at Bath. I must, however, write a line, 
and you must pay for it. 

The pork came safe last week ; thank you, for it. 
Mrs. Newton was pleased with your kindness, and eat 
two or three mouthfuls of it the two days following. 
It is the only butcher's meat she has eaten for some 
weeks, except a mouthful of pork yesterday, for a similar 
reason — because Judith sent it. More pork is come 
from you to-day. I thank you for this likewise ; and my 
Dear has again talked of eating a bit, because it is 
yours. 

She has outlived the doctor's expectation four or five 
days ; but he thinks she can hardly hold out above a day 
more. She lies for the most part very quiet ; sleeps a 
good deal ; seldom has much pain ; but the extreme 
weakness of her body seems to have given the enemy 
some advantage. Her mind is locked up, and there is no 
drawing one comfortable word from her concerning her- 
self. But her patience under the Lord's hands has been 
wonderful ; and she discovers no symptoms of terror, 
or great distress. . If the Lord is pleased to smile upon 
her, that she may smile upon and in death, when it 
approaches, I hope I shall be thankful. I humbly ask 
this as what seems to me very desirable ; and I rather 
hope it will be so ; but I have no right nor reason to 

* Messrs. Samuel, Robert, and Henry Thornton, who were at- 
tending, at Bath, the dying bed of their excellent father, John 
Thornton, Esq. 
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claim it. I trust I have sufficient warrant to say, that 
she knows herself to be a sinner, and knows Jesus to be 
the Saviour. I cannot doubt but she has many a time, 
in the course of this long trial, committed herself to 
him. During her confinement, she studied the Bible 
with such attention, that she has marked almost every 
important passage in it from Genesis to Revelation with 
a pencil. She has gone through Dr. Watts' Hymns and 
Psalms, and the Olney Hymns, in the same manner ; so 
that very few are left unmarked, and frequently there is 
a cross annexed to every verse. 

The Lord is very gracious to me. My health was 
never better. My feelings at times have been severely 
painful, but they have not affected my appetite nor my 
sleep ; nor, so far as I can judge for myself, been any 
hinderance to my public service. Yesterday was a day 
of trial, but it was a day of liberty likewise. I think I 
have seldom had more in the pulpit, especially in the 
forenoon, when I preached from 2 Cor. xii. 9. Our 
affliction, though heavy to the flesh, has been attended 
throughout with many merciful alleviations. And to 
this minute, though she is so extremely weak, her spirits 
are good. 

Through the Lord's mercy, "my mind is calm and 
resigned. I have not one allowed wish to alter his 
appointment, were it possible. His choice and his hour 
must be the best. Instead of complaining that she is to 
be taken from me now, what reason have I for admira- 
tion and praise, that she has been spared to me so long, 
when I have justly deserved to forfeit her every day of 
my life, since he first gave her, or, rather, lent her to 
me ! How few in the married state live together up- 
wards of forty years ! jStill fewer, who preserve their 
mutual affection unabated for so long a term ! Had not 
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his blessing cemented us, we might, yea, we should, 
have been weary of each other long ago. I hope to say, 
He has done all things well. At my time of life, if I 
weep, it ought to be as though I wept not : the end of 
my own pilgrimage cannot be very distant. May we 
meet again then, in his presence to stand among the 
redeemed before the throne ; and we shall have done 
with sickness, pain, sorrow, and sin, for ever ! 

The letters from Bath give but little hopes of Mr. 
Thornton's recovery ; the physician says, It is possible. 
Lady Balgonie's account is rather more favourable than 
Mr. Henry's, though both written about the same time. 
I cannot say, that I expect to see him again in this 
world. There, my heart has another wound. My best 
friend and benefactor, to whom, under the Lord, I owe 
all that I have or am ; but what is my private loss, 
compared with that of the public ! But it is the Lord's 
doing. If it be his pleasure to have his servant with 
him where he is, to behold his glory, we cannot detain 
him, nay, we ought not to desire it. 

Now, I wish you a good night. I know not what 
the morrow may bring forth ; / know not, but the Lord 
knoweth. 

Tuesday is come, it is much like Monday. She is 
still living. Both her body and mental state are much 
as yesterday. Her stay cannot be long; but I still pray, 
and hope, and trust, that the Lord will break the force 
of the temptation, and bring her out of the pit, and put 
a new song in her mouth, before she goes. He can put 
it into her heart, whether I hear her sing it or not ; but 
if he is pleased to show her a token for good, so that 
she can show it to us, I hope I shall not be unthankful. 
The treasure of both the Indies would be a trifle in my 
view, compared with the granting of this desire. She 
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seems not to be so much harrassed concerning her own 
interest in particular, as concering the truths themselves, 
which she has formerly known and believed, and are the 
very foundations of hope. I am distressed, but not 
forsaken. The Lord is here. His mercy is great, his 
power infinite. He can break her fetters by a word, in 
a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, and give us the 
oil of joy for mourning. She would send her love, if 
she knew of my writing ; I am sure she loves you. 

Love to Mrs. Bull, Tommy, etc., from 

JOHN NEWTON. 

I wish you could either trot over to Weston, or send 
this letter thither. I cannot yet write myself, but my 
heart is often there. 

26 October, '90. 
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LETTEB CVI. 
My Dear Friend, 

I hope the receipt of this will not cause your spirits 
to droop, or your head to hang down, when I, who am 
most nearly interested, can begin with telling you, all is 
well. I am supported, I am comforted, I am satisfied. 
The Lord is good indeed S J can think without regret, 
of the day when the Lord first joined our hands, (except- 
ing when I reflect on my folly and idolatry) ; and now I 
feel not much more regret, when I think of the day 
which separated us for a season. I trust we shall soon 
meet to part no more. 

Perhaps the papers have already informed you of her 
release from her sufferings, on Wednesday evening. 
For three days before, she gave little sign of life, but 
by breathing. Her departure was so gentle, that she 
was gone before we were well aware, though we had our 
eyes fixed upon her. This event, when it took place, 
was not an addition to my trial, rather a great deli- 
verance. It freed my heart from a thousand pains 
. and anxieties, which I could not wholly avoid, when I 
thought of the trying situation in which she had long 
lain. 

The dark cloud which hung over her was mercifully 
dispersed, above a month before her removal. Though 
she had not spirits, or freedom to speak much to me, it 
was evident from that time, that the frame of her spirit 
was gracious. Her patience was most exemplary, not 
one complaining expression pasted her lips. She was 
rather ingenious, when her sufferings were the greatest, 
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to fix upon something for which she had cause to he 
thankful, that she was preserved from agonizing pain ; 
that the Lord laid no more upon her than he enabled 
her to bear ; and though she could not move her body, 
she still had the use of her hands. These she spoke of 
as great mercies. Her reluctance to dying was entirely 
removed. She spoke of it with great composure ; and 
having mentioned some domestic affairs to me, and given 
some directions about her funeral, particularly desiring 
that Mr. Foster might bury her, she said, " Now I have 
done with this world," though she lived near a month 
afterwards. 

I trust I am well warranted to consider her now as a 
happy spirit before the throne, (and perhaps still looking 
at me, for our ideas of local distance are not applicable 
to that world). It cannot be long at my years, before 
I shall be summoned to follow her. Had she gone to 
Newport one day, and had I gone after her the next 
day, and found her safe at your house, the separation 
of a single day would have been no great matter. A 
thousand years are as one day to the Lord, because he 
inhabits eternity, and, for a like reason, they should be 
so to us, since we are designed for an eternal state, and 
hasting to it. 

But I trust what has taken place will not make me 
weary of living, till the Lord's hour shall arrive. His 
time is, and must be, the best. I am his, and not my 
own. My principal tie to the earth is broken, but 
opportunities of preaching the gospel, of proclaiming the 
Saviour's glory and grace, and being some way instru- 
mental to the good of my fellow-creatures, ought to 
engage me as a stronger tie to be willing to live, while 
he has anything for me to do, or to bear for his sake, 
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though it could be to the age of Methuselah. The rest 
that remaineth will make amends for all ; and eternity, 
itself, will hardly afford us such opportunities as we 
enjoy now, of acting for God, and exercising those 
graces which were more eminently the mind that was in 
Christ Jesus, while he submitted to the evils of life, and 
endured the contradiction of sinners against himself, for 
our sakes. 

Oh the promised Comforter ! If his influence was 
so great as to make it expedient and desirable for the 
disciples to lose the personal presence of their Lord, 
because otherwise the Comforter would not come ; how 
much more should we think it sufficient to make us amends 
for the removal of any mere creature, however dear ! 
Can our attachment be stronger to our friends, than that 
of the disciples was to their dear Lord who conversed 
with them so kindly, was their teacher, friend, and 
provider ? Yet, when they saw him ascend, they de- 
parted rejoicing. If they could be happy and com- 
fortable without him, cannot the same Comforter make 
us so, though we no longer see the wife, or child, or the 
friend whom we loved ? 

Yes, he is all-sufficient. It becomes me to bear tes* 
timony to his goodness. Doubtless, I feel the wound 
still, but it was made by a faithful friend, who will per- 
fectly heal it, in his due time. And, in the mean time, 
I am not disqualified either for the duties of my minis- 
try, or the comforts of society. 

The Lord bless you, and Mrs. Bull, and Tommy, and 
all dear to you, your heart, your house, your church 
and congregation, and all your stated and occasional 
services. Amen. Dear Miss Catlett joins in love ; the 
stroke made more impression upon her spirits, than 
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opon mine ; but through mercy she is pretty well again. 
All our family are well. We shall all be glad to see you 
when you come to town. 

I am always, your affectionate brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
18th Dec. *90. 



LETTER CVII. 
My Dear Friknd, 

Brother Robinson* undertakes to convey a little 
book to you, which will speak for itself. I wish I may 
have time to accompany it with a few thanks for your 
kind letter of yesterday. 

I am much as when you saw me ; through mercy, no 
worse ; and I think not a whit better, if by better is meant 
being less sensible of my loss. In this sense, I hardly 
expect, nor do I indeed desire, to be better than I am. 
She is always present to my waking thoughts, and I can- 
not wish to forget her. Innumerable calls for thankful- 
ness, and causes for humiliation, are connected with the 
remembrance of her, for she was the Lord's chief earthly 
blessing to me ; and, through the evil of my heart, proved 
the occasion of disclosing the strongest proofs of my 

* The Rev. T. Robinson, vicar of St. Mary's, Leicester. 
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ingratitude and depravity. How often has the gift hidden 
the Giver from my sight ! How often has my excessive 
i dolatrous affection been a snare to us both ! 

That she was spared to me so long, and that at last 
her removal should be made so tolerable to me, are strik- 
ing instances of that goodness of the Lord to me, which 
has run like a thread through my life, and has made my 
history singular, if not unique in the annals of man- 
kind. 

Her idea is always with me, as I have said, excepting 
when I am asleep, or perhaps some times* when I am in 
the pulpit ; yet I am by no means uncomfortable. My 
health and spirits are good : I eat and sleep well. I 
preach, write, and converse as usual. I hope in spirituals 
I have been rather a gainer by my loss than otherwise. 
I think, likewise, that in the time of my trial and since, 
there has been an additional blessing going forth in the 
public ordinances. The church is more thronged than 
formerly, and there seems an attention and earnestness 
in the hearers, which is very encouraging. 

T thank you for wishing me fifteen years more, because 
I know you meant well. I can only say that I desire to 
leave my times and my all in my Lord's hands. His I 
am, and, I trust, him I desire to serve. I am a sentinel 
upon my post, which I would not wish to quit, till my 
Commander is pleased to relieve me. I have not lost my 
relish for the many comforts and mercies which are still 
afforded me ; yet, methinks, I see nothing pertaining to 
this world worth living a single day for. 1 may say it to 
my shame, I seem dead to the world, but, alas ! not so 
much by the cross of Christ, as by the death of a wife : 
while she lived, and was in tolerable health, I was too 
much content with setting up my tabernacle here. 
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If I am not short of creature comforts, I am at the 
same time delivered from a thousand cares and anxieties, 
which so long as she had lived, would probably have 
cleaved to me, as close as my skin to my flesh. 

It will, however, be well worth while to live while the 
Lord is pleased to enable me, for the preaching of the 
gospel, and to own me in it ; and should he see fit to lay 
me aside, I hope still to be willing to live my appointed 
time. May his grace make me so ! If I could exercise 
submission, patience, and thankfulness, I might be still 
useful, even if bedridden. I have no notion of a minister 
outliving his usefulness, provided he is preserved in a 
right spirit. Might not I sit quiet in a corner, and re- 
joice to see others coming forward to serve the Lord better 
than myself, when I could serve him no more ? Might 
not I bear private testimony to his goodness, and his 
truth, when I could no longer speak for him in public ? 
I have observed sometimes that caprice, peevishness, 
jealousy, and other evils have stained the old age even of 
good men. My chief prayer now respecting myself is, 
that I may be preserved from indiscretion and folly ; and 
that if it please the Lord, my evening of life may be con- 
sistent with my profession, and that I may set without a 
cloud. 

When I think how signally he strengthened me of 
late, so as to preach when my Dear lay dead, and to 
preach her funeral sermon, in answer to my prayers, I 
feel encouraged to hope that he will hear me in these 
petitions also. 

I trust he will likewise hear my heart-prayers for you, 
for Mrs. Bull, Tommy, your house, and your ministry. 
Then it will bs well with you in all respects. Betsey is 
pretty well, and a great comfort to me. I am sure she 
means her love, but is not at home to send it. I shall 
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be very glad when you can contrive to smoke a pipe with 
your affectionate and obliged friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
SCth March, '91. 

Write again soon. 



LETTEE CVIII. 

MON CHER TADREAU, 

As to the Colchester business, it was settled when you 
were here. I was fully satisfied then, and therefore 
cannot be more so now. 

I sit down to write upon a more important subject. 
Mrs. Neale.told me when I was there on Thursday eve- 
ning, that Tommy was poorly. I entered plump into 
your feelings, and therefore now I must write. Whoever 
waits, Mr. Bull must be served. 

But what can I say to you ? Were you a stranger to 
the strong topics of consolation, with which the good 
word of God abounds, I could soon fill my paper. I could 
tell you that all your concerns are in the hands of Him 
who is infinitely wise, good, and powerful ; that to him 
belong the issues from death ; that diseases come and go 
at his command ; that he does all things well ; that he 
can sweeten the most bitter medicines; his wisdom 
prescribes for our good ; that he is so near, so kind, so 
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all-sufficient, as to enable us to rejoice under our heaviest 
trials ; that the time is short ; and the Lord will make 
amends for all, etc, etc. But to write in this strain to 
you, would be, as they say, to carry coals to Newcastle. 
For all this, and more than I can tell you, you already 
know. Yet the Lord, who is the only Comforter, is often 
pleased to use us as His instruments to comfort one 
another. I may, if he pleases, drop some hint, which 
may touch your heart, not because it comes from me. 
but from Him ; and, therefore, I will write on. 

One thing, indeed, you could only know from me, but 
this likewise, I have told you before, yet I will tell it you 
again. I have not only read these gracious promises, 
and believe them to be true, but I have tried them, and 
found them to be true. I never was, strictly speaking, 
a father, though I think I have come tolerably near the 
feelings of one ; but I have been a husband, and I think, 
in that relation, I have known all the tender feelings, 
both pleasing and painful, of which the human heart is 
susceptible. I have often thought that though I loved 
my friends well while living, and wished them to live as 
long as possible, yet if the Lord saw fit to remove them, 
and I had hope that they died in the faith, I could pretty 
well make up my own loss, by considering to whom they 
were gone, and how they were employed, when I could 
see them no more. Thus the removal of Mrs, Barham, 
Mr. Thornton, and others, though dear to my heart, cost 
me little more than a sigh upon my own account. I 
thought, now they are safe and happy ; now neither sin, 
sorrow, nor Satan, can touch them. They are escaped 
from the turbulent, tempestuous sea of this world, and 
we entered into the haven of eternal rest. These, and 
such kind of considerations, soon and perfectly reconciled 
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me to part with them for a time, expecting, before very 
long, to receive them again for ever. 

But when my foreboding mind has anticipated the 
possibility of surviving my dear Mary, the question, 
How I could bear it ? how I could ever expect to see 
another cheerful hour ? involved a difficulty which could 
only be solved by referring it to the mighty power of 
God — of Him that raised the dead. I did indeed hope 
that he would grant me grace to be silently submissive 
to his will, but that I should be able to watch hours by 
her bed-side for her last breath ; that I should think, 
write, and speak of her with so much composure after 
she was gone ; that I should sleep soundly in the room, 
in the very bed, where she suffered so much and so long ; 
that I should still prefer my home to any other house, 
and still retain a relish for all my remaining comforts, 
was more than I knew how to hope or to conceive. 

At length, the trial which I most dreaded came upon 
me. Suspense was long; sensations were keen. My 
right hand was not chopped off at a stroke (I would be 
thankful, however, that it was not). It was sawn off by 
slow degrees ; it was an operation of weeks and months ; 
almost every following week more painful than the pre- 
ceding. But did I sink ? did I despond ? did I refuse 
my food ? did sleep forsake my eyes ? was I so troubled 
in mind or weakened in body that I could not speak ? 
Far, far from it. The Lord strengthened me, and I was 
strong. No part of my public service was interrupted ; 
and, perhaps, I never preached with more energy than at 
that period. It was the Lord's doing, and it was mar- 
vellous in my own eyes, and in the eyes of my friends. 
Indeed, some who knew me not said it was overdone, and 
oharged me with a want of feeling. Indeed, I felt as 
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much as I could well bear, but not too much ; and to 
this hour I only stand because I am upheld. Were I 
left a little to myself, there is enough in my heart still 
to make me very wretched under a sense of my loss. 

However, I hope and pray with respect to Tommy that 
his sickness may not be unto death, but to the glory of 
God, and his and your future comfort. Give my love to 
him, and assure him that I shall be often with him in 
spirit. My love to Mrs. Bull ; and I sympathize with her 
likewise in her part of this trial, and in all her trials, so 
far as I know them. My dear Betsey joins me in love 
and best wishes. She knows that you thought of her, 
and prayed for her, when she was brought very low. 
When I think how low, I know not how to give up any 
case as desperate while life remains. The Lord our God 
can do great things in answer to prayer ; but we are sure 
be will do all things well, for those who love him. Put 
your trust in him, and you shall not be disappointed. 

I heard with great pleasure that Mr. C.'s son is re- 
spited. How different is his trial from yours ! The 
Lord has given you, or lent you, a dutiful, hopeful, and 
affectionate son ; and if it be most for his good and yours, 
he shall be long continued to you. 

Believe me to be your affectionate and obliged friend 
and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

10th Dec., *91. 
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LETTER CIX. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

It is time to thank you for your pork, and especially 
for your letter ; likewise, to answer your kind inquiries 
in the affirmative, by saying that, through the Lord's 
mercy, we are all favoured with health and peace at No. 
6 ; and all join in love to you and yours. 

Since the termination of my great trial, I have been 
remarkably favoured indeed. I have hardly had any 
trial, either from within or without, the inward warfare 
excepted, of the size of a button. My health, spirits, 
and my strength for public service, have suffered no con- 
siderable abatement, my table is well spread, my appe- 
tite good, and my sleep sound and refreshing. 

But my clock, which struck sixty-six last August, re- 
minds me that it will not always, nor probably long, be 
thus with me. No matter. Not only the precious pro- 
mises, but the long experience I have had of the Lord's 
mercy and goodness, encourage me to trust him for the 
uncertain remainder of my span ; that as he has done me 
good all the way, led me about, and kept me as the 
pupil of his eye, so he will be with me to the end, even 
unto death. Did he not redeem and deliver me from" 
Africa, take me up from the dunghill of sin and miserv 
put me among the princes, even his own children ; tame 
the tiger in my heart, and give me a name, a place, and 
service in his house ? Has he not preserved me from 
gross errors, from gross misconduct, from the wiles and 
power of mine enemy, though he was always watchful, 
and often found me asleep ? Has he not known my soul 
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in adversity, and helped me when the help of creatures 
would have been utterly in vain ? And does he not still 
invite me to cast my care upon him, and assure me that 
he careth for me ? I am little aware of what is yet in 
my heart ; I know that after all this, I am still capable 
of distrust and repining. But he permits me to cry to 
him to hold me up ; and as I know him to be a hearer 
of prayer, I trust I shall be kept in safety. 

" Unsustained by thee I fall : 
Send the help for which I call." 

It is true, I still miss my right hand, sensibly as on 
the first day. But when it was taken from me, I was at 
once freed from a thousand anxieties, which otherwise 
would have pained me to this hour. I think, when she 
died, the world died with her. May the Lord prevent 
it rising again in my heart ! 

Yes, we hope for a transition in due time, from a throne 
of grace, to stand upon a throne of glory ; to see Him who 
sitteth upon it, the Lamb that was slain, who loved us, 
and washed us from our sins in his own blood ! Him, 
whom having not seen, we have obtained grace to love. 
Indeed, he is to be seen now, but only with the eye of 
the mind. He is the sun of the soul, and without him 
we should be like the earth if deprived of the light of the 
sun in the firmament. There is a spiritual sunshine of 
which I can speak- but faintly from experience ; but I 
would be thankful for daylight, by which I can see my 
way, and get a glimpse of my journey's end. Hereafter 
there will be a morning without clouds, a noon without 
night, a long, an everlasting day. Eternal sunshine ! 

Mr. Adams has been apparently near death ; but by 
blistering his legs, they have drawn off much water, and 
relieved him greatly. His appetite recovers, and he can 
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now sleep four or five hours at a time, which he could 
not lately. The doctors think he may possibly live some 
time, but they do not think he will ever be well. I saw 
him to day. He is in a comfortable frame, willing either 
to live or die, as the Lord shall appoint. 

Mr. S is in town ; has been with me two or 

three times. I believe he is a good man, and I must 
love him. As he said nothing upon the subject of the 
letter which I showed you ; neither did I. The best 
way of managing some things, is to forget them. Let 
them die in silence. The fire in my study would have 
been out before now, if I had not stirred it up. I told 
you that what was said or written made no impression 
upon me, and you believed me. What need, then, of 
any further eclaircissement ? 

Sometimes when I read books or letters, I am almost 
ready to think the writers were angels ; but I suppose, 
if I lived with them, I should find them flesh and blood, 
like myself. If I was more sensible of my own incon- 
sistency, I should less wonder at that which I observe 
in others. Wonderful is the patience of the Lord, who 
can bear with us all at once. We, alas ! can hardly 
bear with each other one at a time. 

When I was assured that Mr. Wilberforce would 
renew his motion in the House this session, I preached 
(as I did last year) about the slave trade. I considered 
it not in a political but in a moral view, from Jer. ii. 34. 
I think myself bound in conscience to bear my testimony 
at least, and to wash my hands from the guilt, which, if 
persisted in, now things have been so thoroughly inves- 
tigated and brought to light, will, I think, constitute a 
national sin of a scarlet and crimson dye. A motion 
since made in the Common 'Council for a petition to Par- 
liament on the subject, has been negatived. If the city 
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wanted a motto, I would furnish them with Virtus post 
Nummos. If the business miscarries again, I shall fear 
not only for the poor slaves, but for ourselves. For I 
think if men refuse to vindicate the oppressed, the Lord 
will take their cause into his own hands. And the con- 
sequences may be dreadful both abroad and at home, 
whatever mischiefs may arise from hurricanes, insurrec- 
tions, etc. etc., I shall attribute to this cause. 

In the mean time, I would retreat under the thought 
that the Lord reigns. He has wise reasons, though often 
inscrutable to us, both for what he appoints, and for 
what he permits. Hereafter we shall know more. In 
the mean time, may we be found among those who are 
secured by a mark, because they sigh and mourn for 
what they cannot prevent. Ezek. ix. 4 — 6. 

With love to all your house, and to Mr. and Mrs. 
Greatheed, and my prayers that tbe Lord may bless you 
indeed, and give you peace always by all means. 

I remain, your affectionate friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

24*A March, '92. 
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LETTER CX, 

Mr Dear Mons. Taureau, 

Another letter already ! You will say, Yes, but it is 
about business. 

You desired us to look out for a student. Mr. Bacon* 
has found one, his name is James Higgs. He has 
already been a preacher three years in the Tabernacle 
line. Mr. Bacon heard him occasionally during' his 
residence at Hampstead, last summer, thought he had 
right views, a good spirit, and promising natural abilities. 
But he wishes for such improvement as he thinks your 
tuition might afford him. He is in some business, but 
would prefer devoting himself entirely to the service, 
and with a view of some time undertaking a stated and 
pastoral charge. 

He is already twenty-eight years of age. He break- 
fasted with me this morning. I seem to like him very 
much. His knowledge of Latin and Greek are equal; 
that is, he knows not a tittle of either ; and I suppose it is 
too late to make him a nice classical scholar — nor did 
John Bunyan. But he may pick up with you many useful 
things in his mother tongue. He seems to be humble, 
modest, and sensible. And perhaps you may provide for 
the future service of souls, by helping him forward. 

I told him I would write to you to-day, and that 
perhaps I might have an answer by Saturday. If you 
give him encouragement he will come down to Newport 
to see you, and to let you see him. For I advised it as 

* John Bacon, Esq., R.A. 
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best, that you should converse together, and know each 
other's minds, before anything was finally determined. 

I have nothing to add to my former letter, but more 
love and good wishes to you and yours, and to tell you 
we are still favoured with health and peace. 

The abolition business comes on next Monday. Help 
us with your prayers, that He who has all hearts in his 
hands may give a happy issue. On one side humanity, 
conscience, and the sense of the nation, are engaged, 
against interest and influence on the other. But interest 
is blind, and mistakes its own cause. However, the 
battle is the Lord's. I preached on the subject on the 
evening of the 18th, from Jer. ii. 34, and charged all who 
do not express their detestation of this traffic, now things 
are so thoroughly investigated, and notorious, with blood- 
guiltiness. Lord, lay not the sin to our charge. 

I am in mighty haste ; but whether in haste or leisure, 
always your affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 

11th March, '92. 
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LETTER CXI. 
Mr Dear Sir and Brother, 

I wished to wait upon you in the shape of a short 
letter (I have less time than ever for long ones) while 
Mr. and Mrs. Neale are with you, that I might meet you 
all together. If they stay their proposed time, I am not 
yet too late. I tried hard to smoke a pipe with you, 
when in town, hut you were not at leisure one time, and 
the next not at home. Had it been necessary, without 
doubt we should have met. 

May we meet in glory ! I trust we shall. He who 
has invited and inclined us to seek him, will not disap- 
point the hope himself has raised, nor the taste to which 
only he could form such minds as ours. Such a state of 
happiness as the word of God describes — a state of 
wonder, love, and praise, surrounding and admiring Him 
that sitteth upon the throne, would not have pleased me 
once. I should have preferred a pig-sty to it. Now I 
hope I can say, nothing in earth or heaven in comparison 
of Thee. And you can say the same. Let us, then, re- 
joice, and lift up our heads. He has said, Surely I come 
quickly. 

No one has more reason to be willing to live than I. 
I am still strengthened for the comfortable exercise of 
my ministry, and heard with acceptance, have many kind 
friends, abound in all temporal accommodations, and 
have a pleasant home. It is true she is gone ; but it is 
true the Lord, who can do all things, enables me to go 
on tolerably well without her, and her removal freed me 
from many anxieties and cares. 
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Yet were it not for his will, and what belongs to my 
profession and my ministry, I think I should now feel 
but little attachment to this poor world. I should be 
ready to say, Occidit crambe repetita. It is thought 
a great matter when the same play will fill the theatre 
for thirty or forty nights running. The drama of human 
life, presented to my view, not for days, but for months 
and years, affords so little variety, more than variety of 
woe and wickedness, that I seem to have seen enough of 
it. But if the Lord is with me, I shall thankfully wait 
his appointed time. All is adjusted by infinite wisdom 
and love. Do you ask how I am employed? I am 
making extracts from love letters — not to a sweetheart, 
but to a wife. I have quires of these by me, which I 
wrote when I used the sea, and at other intervals of 
absence from home. Perhaps I shall find enough to 
make a Cardiphonia volume, which may bear reading 
when I am gone hepce. This job cannot be performed 
by a substitute : it will engross most of my little leisure 
from other business, and will, therefore, I hope, be ac- 
cepted as a plea, if I should be tardy in correspondence. 

This is a voluntary offering, for I do not owe you a 
letter, and yet I am a little mercenary, for I mean by it 
to draw a return from you. 

Our love to your guests, to Mrs. Bull, Tommy, and all 
your family ; not forgetting the silent young gentleman,* 
with whom I was much pleased when I saw him at New- 
port. The Lord bless you all. Amen. 



19M Oct., '92. 



I am yours indeed, 

JOHN NEWTON. 



* A young man, totally deaf and dumb, who was introduced into 
Mr. Bull's family under very peculiar circumstances, and resided 
with him for some years. 
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LETTER CXII. 

MON TRBS CHER MONSIEUR TAURRAU, 

Your very kind letter deserved a more early acknow- 
ledgement, hut I thought I would wait till I could tell 
you, as I do now, that my hook is finished. I sent part 
of it to the press a fortnight ago, and have had two 
printed sheets to revise. I have since been writing a 
preface and an appendix. I put the last hand (as I hope) 
to the whole this morning, and the first letter I attempt, 
after feeling myself a little at liberty, is to you. I hope 
and desire your prayers, that the Lord may be pleased 
to breathe his blessing upon the publication. I am not 
a .proper judge of a work in which I am so nearly con- 
cerned. In some respects, it will be new ; in some parts 
it may be amusing : but, oh that it may be useful ! I 
am to be pitied, if I have employed a chief part of the 
winter in picking straws. 

It will appear in two volumes, 12mo, about the size 
of Cardiphonia, but not so much print. The type must 
be larger, the paper finer, and the page less crowded, to 
induce those who think themselves the better sort of 
folks (for whom I chiefly intend it) to read it. Many 
people judge of books as they do of men, — by their dress 
and appearance. My authorship's patience has usually 
been tried on former occasions, by delays of the printers, 
I am promised, however, that it shall come abroad be- 
fore August ; about which time, if all is well, and the 
Lord favours my design, I have thoughts of visiting 
Southampton. 

The 29th. — This morning Mr. Cleaver, husband of 
the quondam Mrs. Bennett, called on me, to inform me a 
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minister or preacher in the Dissenting line is wanted, at 
or near Newport, in Essex, where he lives. He says 
that about £90 per annum is already subscribed by seven 
people, and more will probably be added, if they can 
meet a man of sound doctrine and sound manners. He 
was advised to apply to me, that I might apply to you, 
I told him that I knew you had several olive plants in 
your nursery, which I hoped would prove fruitful. But 
whether any of them were fit for transplanting, or 
whether they would choose to grow in the Newport 
soil, I knew not ; any more than what the soil of New- 
port is : but that I would mention it in a letter I had 
began to you. I have now fulfilled my promise. 

Through mercy, I and my dear family are still pre- 
served in health and peace ; and I hope it is tolerably 
well with my family, or rather the Lord's, in Lombard- 
street. I trust he sometimes visits us. I love my 
friends. I hope I love more than my known friends. 
But my chief willingness to live another day in such a 
world as this, is upon the account of these two families. 
I have now no other strong tie to this life. My pre- 
sence is not so needful to any other friends (whom I 
hope one day to meet in a better place) as to ttyese. 

My times are in the Lord's hands. This is a comfort- 
able thought. When he appointed the time and manner 
of my coming into the world, he likewise appointed the 
time and manner of my leaving it. What I have known 
of his wisdom and goodness as to the former, warrants 
and requires me to commend the latter also to him. 
And I may be thankful that there is no need for wasting 
my time, by any cares or contrivances of my own. Yet 
when I began to write my sermons upon the " Messiah/' 
I could not help feeling and expressing a desire that I 
might live to finish them. This desire the Lord granted. 
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I felt and prayed to the like purpose while I was pre- 
paring "The Letters to a Wife." I have been indulged a 
second time. I hope I shall not always go on framing 
excuses for wishing to stay here. May the Lord make 
me always willing to stay my appointed time. But I 
long to feel a prevailing and abiding desire to depart and 
be with him, which is *roAAo> fiSXKov Kpcurow. 

We return joint love to you and Mrs. Bull, and to 
Tommy, who, I think, is now big enough to be Mr. 
Thomas; or, the Rev. Mr. Thomas is in my mouth. 
However, go by what name he may, I pray the Lord to 
bless him, and to make him a comfort and a blessing to 
you and to many. 

I trust you will likewise continue to pray for us. 
This mutual prayer is one valuable branch of the com- 
munion of saints. This clause, as it stands in our creed, 
is repeated daily by many who know no more of the 
meaning than a goose does of algebra. Nor should we 
have been wiser than they, if the Lord had not conde- 
scended to be our teacher. May all the praise be 
ascribed to him, by you and by your very affectionate 
friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

23 April, '93. 
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LETTER CXIII. 
My Dear Friend 

I thank you for your kind letter, which I accept as a 
full compensation for any or all the censures I may meet 
from snarling critics. I cannot expect that any publica- 
tion will be approved by those who have not feelings to 
qualify them for understanding it. Bnt yours is not the 
only encouragement I have received. 

I thank you likewise for your punctual remembrance 
of my memorable day. It did not return unnoticed, nor 
unfelt by me. Though, in this respect, every day 
since she left me has been nearly alike. Her idea is 
constantly with me, as at first ; but, through mercy, it 
gives me no pain. I am perfectly satisfied of the wisdom 
and goodness of the Lord in all his appointments, and 
particularly in that bereavement. I know that in very 
faithfulness he afflicted me. I hope it has been good 
for me. And perhaps, in some respects, my last three 
years have been the best and happiest of my life. 

What I say to my people, is usually drawn more from 
my own experience, than from great books, (the great 
book of God alone excepted), and as the fifteenth of 
December fell this year on a Lord's-day, 1 preached 
from 1 Peter i. 24, 25. It was something to the pur- 
port of my former funeral sermon, from Hab. iii. 17, 18. 
How striking is the contrast between the transient state 
of grass and flowers, of fig trees and flocks, and the 
abiding word of the Lord ! How much is contained in 
scripture particles ! An although, a but, or a nevertheless, 
is often worth a world in an hour of trouble. The 
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longer I live, the more I pity those who, when deprived 
of their earthly comforts, can find no cheering resources 
in the sure word of God. It is no wonder that so many 
defy the Lord, like Fharoah, or that so many sink under 
their burden, and die of a broken heart. The natural 
issue of heavy troubles is wild rage, dark despair, or 
despondency, unless they are sanctified. But when the 
Xord employs them as a means of grace, though not 
joyous for the present, but grievous, they afterwards 
yi&td the fruit of righteousness and peace. 

jfer health and spirits are good, my wants well sup- 
plied my friends kind, my powers for public service 
not yet sensibly impaired, my auditory at peace among 
themselves, affectionate to me, and I hope in the main 
in a thriving state. The ordinances are, I trust, accom- 
panied with an unction — and though I see and feel 
enough to abase one in the dust before the Lord, yet, 
through mercy, I have peace of conscience through the 
great Saviour. What want I more ? Blessed be God 
I have not a wish to form, but for more of his presence 
and image, for grace to serve him while I can, and that 
I may be found ready to meet his will in future life, 
and at the prospect of death. To-night I am neither 
weary of life nor afraid to die. I cannot answer for to- 
morrow; in myself I am unstable as water, and changeable 
as a weathercock. But he permits me to live with 
him by the day, and to leave to-morrow to his care. 

I hope January will bring you to town, and therefore 
I content myself with what, when writing to you, I deem 
a short letter. I am much engaged at present, and there- 
fore I chiefly write to prevent you from thinking me 
negligent or ungrateful. Dear Miss Catlett is well, and 
joins me in love to Mrs. Bull, my reverend friend Tommy, 
and all in your house. May the presence of the Lord 
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dwell in it, fiH your heart and crown your ministry with 
his blessing. Let us work while it is day, for the night 
Cometh. Let us watch while it is night, for the morning 
is at hand, the day is about to dawn to which no night 
shall succeed, and when our sun shall go down no more. 
A few hills and dales more, and we shall be at home ; 
there the wicked shall cease from troubling, and there 
the weary shall be at rest. I am truly and always your 
affectionate friend and brother, 

OMICRON. 
20th Dec, 1793. 



LETTER CXIV. 
My Dear Friend, 

I believe I thanked you for your last kind letter, but 
I am not sure. I know I intended it. For fear of the 
worst, I write again. 

It may be some time before my leg is quite well. 
But it is well enough for the present, as it does not inter- 
fere with necessary duty. I walked to church las 
Wednesday, and home again, and hope to do so again 
to-day. When the distance is greater, or the streets 
very dirty, I have a carriage in waiting in almost every 
street. 

If I wrote, I toW* you that my texts on the Fastday, 
were Jonah iii. 9 ; Job xxxiv. 29, My forenoon sermon 
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is gone to the press. On such occasions I choose |o 
print not what I might have said, hut what I did say, 
and therefore I wrote it from beginning to end, (as I did 
in the year '82). I held it up boldly, and read it in the 
face of the congregation. I afterwards transcribed it, 
that it might be printed from a fair copy. This business 
superadded to the indispensables, engrossed my whole 
leisure till it was printed. 

My confinement gained me little time, I had so many 
kind friends calling upon me from morning till night. 
But I remember when it was otherwise. When I had 
not one friend in the world to interrupt me, or to look 
upon me. Who hath given me all these ? 

Though, perhaps, many infidels have been converted, 
and many profligates reclaimed by the power of grace, I 
have reason to think my case upon the whole is a unique 
in the annals of the church, considering what I was and 
where I was, when the Lord interposed to save me from 
the misery into which I had plunged myself, and from 
the destruction which I seemed to court ; and what he 
has done for me, and how he has borne with me since. 
He has made me a wonder to many. Why am I not 
more a wonder to myself ? That 71st Psalm, now I am 
old, I call my peculium. It seems written purposely for me. 
I have seen great and sore troubles ; I have been brought 
up as from the depths of the earth ; and I am permitted 
to hope, that now I am old and greyheaded, He will not 
forsake me. He justly might forsake me at last, if his jus- 
tice were not on the side of his mercy by the gospel, for 
I have been vile and ungrateful through life. What I 
most value in this life will forsake me. My senses and 
faculties will fail. My friends are successively dropping 
off like leaves from the trees in autumn. Ah, when I 
stand like a naked trunk upon a hill, exposed, defence- 
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Jess, to every storm, if the Lord was to forsake me like- 
wise, what could I do ? But he will not. He cannot dis- 
appoint the hope which only himself could raise in my 
heart, Ps. cxix. 49. And, through mercy, poor as I am, 
it is the leading desire of my soul, while ,1 remain here, 
in his strength to go forth, and make mention of his sal- 
vation and his righteousness from day to day. 

Though I am comfortably accommodated on every 
side, and have not a wish to form as to temporals, I see 
that to live in such a world as this, abstracted from a 
regard to his will and service, would be a dull and taste- 
less affair. I thank him that I seem willing to wait my 
appointed time ; but it is a pleasure to think I am not to 
remain here always, nor very long. The when and the 
where I desire to leave to him. My times are in his- 
hands ; and as he has graciously promised to care for me, 
I have no need to care for myself. 

But I must attend St. Mary. My love to Mrs. Bull, 
the Rev. Thomas, and all your house. Miss Catlett, 
who is well, joins with me. 

May the Lord bless you all. Poor dear Mr. Cowper. 
Let us pray for him ! and pray for 

Your affectionate and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
5XA March, '94. 

I shall send you my Fast Sermon, when published. 
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LETTEE CXV. 
My Dbar Friend, 

When I read your complaints of a cough and hoarse- 
ness, etc., I pitied you a little, for though I believe you 
may be poorly, you have accustomed me to think that 
you are, at least, no worse than you describe yourself to 
be. I hope when the Lord shall be pleased to send the 
frost quite away you will find relief. This severe wea- 
ther must be trying to valetudinarians. 

I sympathized with you in the death of your student.* 
Bat now the Lord has declared his will by the event, I 
hope you will think it rather a subject for joy than sor- 
row, that your young plant is safely housed, where no 
Storms or changes can affect him. 

But when I came to your son's dangerous return from 
Bedford, and the many circumstances which concurred 
to heighten and lengthen your anxiety; I pitied you 
very much. A state of suspense in a point where the 
heart is much interested is very painful. I know, by 
repeated experience, how busy imagination is at such a 
time in contriving and foreboding the worst that can 
happen. I joined with you in praising the Lord for his 
preservation, and I congratulate him, Mrs. Bull, and 
you, on he event. I, likewise, join in your prayers, that 
a life so spared may be wholly devoted to the Lord, and 
prolonged for a blessing to many. 

* Mr. Thomas James, an amiable and promising young man, 
cat off, Feb. 3rd, 1795, at the age of twenty, while pursuing his 
studies. See an account of him in the Evangelical Magazine for 
1795, p. 118. 
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jt Though rube ami alarms of this kind are not joyous, 

bat grievous for the time, yet afterwards sanctified re- 
#eotion upon them may do us good. They quicken our 
attention to the hand and providence of God, and bring 
us to a closer dependence upon him. When the comfort 
we feared to lose is returned to us again, we feel it 
doubly ; and we are likewise reminded of the precarious 
tenure by which we hold all earthly things. Blessed be 
the name of our Lord, it is not so with our spiritual con- 
cerns. Our best blessings are in safe and sure hands. 
Neither frosts, nor floods, nor flames, nor heights, nor 
depths, can separate us from the love of God, which is 
in Christ Jesus our Lord. 

In Psalm cxvi. 1, 2, there is a process described, which, 
perhaps, has been verified to you and to me more than 
once. Trouble excites prayer, prayer brings deliverance, 
deliverance produces praise, and likewise teaches and en- 
courages us where to go for help next time — yea, as long 

. as we live. We do not come to the Lord upon a mere 

peradventure whether he will hear us or not, for he has 
heard us often ; nor can we, nor need we say, that if he 
will help us but this one time, we will not trouble him 
again. We shall always need his assistance, and he is 
always ready to afford it. While we live in this poor 
world, trials of one kind or another will come in succes- 
sion — sicut unda impellitur undd ; but as he has delivered, 
and does deliver, we may humbly trust he will deliver 
to the end. His good word, " My grace is sufficient for 
thee," " As thy day is, so shall thy strength be," is as 
a plank sufficient to bear us up in safety in the deepest 
water. 

I took your letter yesterday to No. 8, when I found 
they had just received one from you. Mr. Jones, who 
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succeeded you at Surrey, fell in the street on Wednesday, 
and broke his thigh. Two ministers, he and Mr. Winter, 
have been thus visited ; and yet I am still upheld, and go 
out and come home in safety. 

Farewell for the present. May the Lord be with you, 
and all yours. We join in love. I am your affectionate 
and obliged friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

20th Feb., '95. 



LETTER CXVI. 
My Dear Friend, 



My ears have been failing r for two or three years past, 
but lately a cold in my head almost wholly sealed them 
up. For about a fortnight, I could not hear a syllable 
of what passed in company. But the Lord has been 
pleased to relieve me, and my hearing, though still dull, 
is tolerable — sufficient for all necessary purposes. So far 
as my deafness proceeds from increasing years, it would 
be a weakness to expect amendment. May I hear the 
voice of the good Shepherd speaking to my heart ; then 
I may well submit to an abatement of creature converse. 

I may be thankful that I am not dumb. He still per- 
mits me to make mention of his name with acceptance to 
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my hearers, and I hope with some accompanying im- 
pression of his influence. He might justly take the word 
of his truth utterly out of my mouth, and might have 
done it long since ; but he is long-suffering and gracious. 
I trust he knows that the chief thing for which a con- 
tinuance in this poor world appears to me desirable, is 
that, while I can speak at all, I may speak of his glory 
and grace to my fellow sinners. 

We are still comfortable at home. Crabb's cold, and 
Phoebe's lameness by a fall, are the chief abatements, and 
I hope both are in a mending way. Dear Betsey is in 
good health ; and my cold did not prevent me from 
preaching at Easter seven times in five successive days. 

We are comfortable likewise at St. Mary's, though I 
feel my recollection decaying, often in a day : it does not 
yet fail me in the pulpit. Perhaps I never had more 
liberty and command of thought than at present ; and I 
trust the Lord favours us with his presence. Yesterday 
we had a confirmation. I marched to the bishop at the 
head of forty- seven of my flock, mostly lambs ; and my 
previous converse with them gives me ground to hope 
that, at least, forty of them are truly enlightened and 
awakened. 

It is a part of my daily employment to look back to 
Africa, and to retrace the path by which the Lord has 
led me, for about forty-seven years, since he called me 
from infidelity and madness. My wonderful unsought 
deliverance from the hopeless wickedness and misery into 
which I had plunged myself, taken in connexion with 
what he has done for me since, seem to make me say, 
with peculiar emphasis, "Oh to grace how great a 
debtor !" 

All in our house join in love to you, to Mrs. Bull, the 
Rev. Thomas, and all your family. May you and yours 
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be as a garden watered by the Lord, always green and 
flourishing, and as a spring of water for coramunicatifig 
blessings to many. 



22nd April, '95. 



I am your affectionate 

OMICRON. 



LETTER CXVIL 
My Dear Friend, 

Your two guineas are included in the £5 1. 4s. I seem 
satisfied in my mind that you paid them to me when you 
were last in town ; and unless you are more certain that 
you did not, than I can pretend to be that you did, 
I cannot take them, lest I should cheat you by taking 
them twice. I cannot be quite positive, but I think if 
I had not received them, they would sometimes have 
occurred to my mind as unpaid. When this comes to 
hand, you may take it for granted that I have paid the 
money to your account, for till then I shall not send it. 
So much for gold and silver. 

You wonder I do not mention my Dear when I write. 
Indeed it would be a gratification to me to make her the 
top of a paragraph in every letter I write to my friends 
who knew her, or to talk of her to them by the hour. 
My feelings on this head are little less lively and abiding 
now than they were, when I had lived but a week after 
her. But my fourth anniversary has informed you, that 
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I cannot command my sensibility, unless I was conscious 
that my thoughts of the Saviour were at least equally 
constant and equally warm. 

He is the best Friend, he was the greatest Sufferer. 
And that I am capable of thinking more of her than of 
Him, is certainly both an effect and a proof of my de- 
pravity. 

On the other hand, I cannot wish to forget her quite, 
because there is no other earthly object in my memory 
so well suited to excite gratitude to the Lord, and that 
humiliation of heart which becomes a chief sinner. 

I find it difficult to draw the line between too much 
and too little. Indeed, every thing is difficult and im» 
practicable to me if left to myself; but so far as the 
Lord is pleased to strengthen me, I can do and bear all 
things that occur in the path of duty. 

However, it is still a truth, that, whether I show it 
or not, at all times and in all places (except now and 
then in the pulpit) I miss my right hand. The Lord 
made me willing to part with it. I feel not the remotest 
wish to have it (if possible) again, but I still miss it. 
The idea of my dearest Mary is seldom absent from my 
mind for five successive minutes. The time is short. I 
hope to meet her again to unspeakable advantage, and I 
am perfectly satisfied. I am rather pleased than otherwise 
that she is gone before me. For, as the aspect of the times 
is stormy, and I know not what the Lord may do with us, 
I find comfort in thinking that she is safely arrived in 
the haven of rest. As dear Mrs. Thornton observed to 
me upon the death of Eliza, " I have now one care less 
upon earth, and I trust one more treasure in heaven." 

As to my own continuance or removal, I have nothing 
to do with it. Through mercy, I have no more desire 
than I have right to choose. I shall live while infinite 
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wisdom and goodness see fit ; and when He appoints, I 
shall depart. I hope both you and I are, in a measure, 
useful in our places, but, certainly, neither of us are 
necessary. If I had never been born, or if I had perished 
in my sins, he would not have wanted instruments to 
carry on his work. I know that dying times require 
dying strength ; and I rely on his promise for it when 
wanted. At present, while I am in health, the when, 
the how, and the where and the when of my dismissal, 
does not cost me a moment's anxiety; only may he 
enable me to be faithful while I live, and waiting and 
ready for my summons. I hope to die like the thief 
upon the cross. I have no hope, no comfort in myself; 
but he remembered me in my low estate, and I trust 
will remember me to the end. 

I chiefly admire in Riccaltoun,* his Essays on the 
Human Constitution, in vol. i., and his Commentary on 
Galatians i. 20, in vol. ii. Indeed, I admire him through- 
out, as the most original thinker and writer that I have 
met with. Some of his sentiments are rather singular 
and new ; but when I suspend my full assent, I am not 
able to refute his arguments. The account of him which 
I published in the magazine is likely to be useful to his 
son, who is a man of good character, with a large family, 
and much encumbered by engagements he entered into 
in behalf of his father. A friend, not far from St. Paul's, 
sent me £10 for him, and the Edinburgh ministers 
are talking of a subscription for him. My correspon- 
dent says, they wonder that a minister of the church of 
England should be his first advocate, and that they feel 

* The book referred to is entitled " Works of the late Rev. 
Robert Riccaltoun, Minister of the Gospel at Hobkirk, containing 
Essays on Human Nature, the Doctrines and Plan of Revelation, 
and a Treatise on the Epistle to the Galatians," 3 vols. 8vo. 
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it. Next to the hope of perfect happiness hereafter, the 
chief mercy seems to be honoured with some usefulness 
here. I would not be like dear Mr. Cowper's sensitive 
plant in his fable, to feel exclusively but for myself. 

With love to Mrs. Bull, Thomas, and your nieces, 
from myself and Miss Catlett, and my prayers for your 
peace and comfort in all things, I remain your affec- 
tionate and obliged 

JOHN NEWTON. 
2nd May. 



LETTER CXVIII. 
My Dear Friend, 

A pig came to our house on Monday ; and, though 
he neither brought an introductory letter, nor could tell 
us who sent him, we, being something in the habit of 
receiving strangers, bid him welcome. In return, he 
entertained us, Mr. Bacon, and Mrs. Gardiner, very 
agreeably at dinner, yesterday (Tuesday), but he was 
gone before yours came. I can only thank you now for 
both pig and letter. 

Though your spirits are weak, I am glad to find that 
your faith and resignation are strong. Yes, all will be 
well in the end ; and all is well by the way, if we can 
but think so, and be satisfied that the infinite wisdom 
and love, to which we have committed ourselves, upon 
the warrant of his faithful promise, will assuredly take 
care of us, and lead us in the right path. We are not 
to expect that the Lord will miraculously interpose to 
change our constitutions, or to overrule the connexions 
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ke has established between causes and effects ; nor is it 
needful. If he is pleased to give strength according to 
the day, and to support us under our appointed trials, it 
is upon the whole better lor us than if we were quite 
exempted from them, for 

" Trials make the promise sweet, 
Trials give new life to prayer, 
Trials lay us at his feet, 

Lay us low and keep us there." 

I thank you for promising to remember me on my 
anniversary. She is continually present to my mind as 
at the first. Yet I hope I may say, to the praise of the 
Lord's goodness, the wound is healed. The remem- 
brance of the event is not painful. And if sometimes a 
sigh escapes me, it proceeds from a certain tender feel- 
ing, which I am unable to describe, but I cannot call it 
sorrow. I rather account the last five years, taking all 
things together, the happiest part of my life. The 
comforts arising from our union and affection, I still 
think were more valuable than any of the world's poor 
playthings. Yet I paid dearly for them in anxieties 
and inquietudes from which a single day was seldom 
free. And, too, too often the gift hid the Giver from 
my eyes. By her removal I was relieved at once from a 
thousand cares and snares which had beset and followed 
me through life. I am thankful that she was spared to 
me so long ; for, though I have often thought that, if 
she had left me twenty or thirty years sooner, I should 
not have entered into a new connexion, I might have 
thought otherwise if put to the trial ; but, at the age of 
sixty-five, a second marriage would have been ridicu- 
lous, though my regard for her and her memory had 
been much less than it was. And though the loss could 
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not be made up in kind, it is at well repaid as the nature 
of the case will admit. No widower eaa be more happy 
m domestic life, than I am. Such is the attention and 
kindness of my dear child and my affectionate servants, 
that nothing occurs at home to ruffle my thoughts the 
year round. My wants are all supplied. I am sur- 
rounded with friends. My ministry is comfortable to 
myself, acceptable, and I hope useful, to my hearers : in 
a word, I can think of nothing which I have not, worth 
wishing for, if a wish could bring it. Surely, the Lord 
has dealt wonderfully and bountifully with me ! 

My health, likewise, is so remarkably confirmed, that 
I scarcely know, but by the date of the year, that I grow 
older. I feel no inconvenience from the changes of wind 
or weather ; and though I have taken no journey into 
the country this year, I am as well as usual. The air of 
Coleman-street agrees as well with me as the air of 
Hampshire. Thus it is as yet ; but it will not, it cannot 
be so always, nor, perhaps, long. But this is no con- 
cern of mine. My times are in His hands, who has led 
me, and done me good thus far ; and he helps me to 
trust the rest to him. I have only to pray, that while 
I do live, I may live to him ; and that when he shall call 
me hence, I may be found waiting and willing, and that 
m the mean time, he may preserve me from staining 
the decline of my life by any gross impropriety or folly. 
I still feel enough within to convince me that, unless he 
holds me up, I cannot be safe — no, not for an hour. 

My dear Betsey joins me in love to you and yours. 
She likewise has been favoured with health till lately. 
I hope she is mending, though slowly ; she has been 
confined to the hous6 seven weeks, cannot yet go to 
church, which Tbefievfe is a chief part of her trial, for 
the Lord has taught hex to love to be where his people 
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are met in his name. I trust her complaint will he sanc- 
tified, and in his best time removed. 

We hope one day to have done with sin, sorrow, aad 
pain, and to join with those who are singing before the 
throne the praises of Him who loved us, and washed as 
from our sins in his own blood. When we meet there, 
we shall part no more. Give our love to Mrs. Bull, the 
Reverend Thomas, and all friends, particularly to Mr. 
and Mrs. Greatheed. May grace, mercy, and peace be 
with you, and your affectionate and obliged 

JOHN NEWTON* 



My letter has waited three or four days, that I might 
send this year's anniversary. I was afraid of overload- 
ing the frank, or you should have had two or three 
more. 

15 Dec. '95. 



LETTEE CXIX. 

My Dear Friend, 

I should not have been two letters in your debt, if I 
had not waited to send the Anniversaries (which I hope 
you have received) ; for my last was written some days 
before the 14th. I must thank you for your kind, sea- 
sonable, and acceptable favour of that date, which will 
give me the opportunity of sending two more copies, 
one of which expressly belongs to my friend Thomas. 
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If he locks it up, perhaps in the course of forty years, 
(should he live so long), he may understand it better 
than he can at present. 

I may say, as Isaac, I am old, and know not the time 
of my death ; nor am I anxious to know it. My judgment 
accords with what you say of the grave ; but I believe 
you can contemplate the subject with more sensible 
pleasure than I do. To me, at present, the passage 
seems dark ; yet I am not startled, because I humbly 
hope the Lord will be with me there, and then I 
am sure it will be broad light all around me. His 
people generally find it so, if their last illness leaves 
them in possession of their senses, and declare it to be 
so, if they can speak. While the tabernacle is taking 
down, a light of a different kind from what they expe- 
rienced in health, seems to break in : they see invisibles, 
and hear unutterables, and breathe the air of the hea- 
venly state, before they leave the body. What is death 
to a believer ? Not that spectre and skeleton which a 
terrified imagination represents it. To a believer, it is 
a messenger to open the gate into life eternal ; or rather 
it is the hour when the Saviour, who is now preparing 
a place for his people, will come, according to his pro- 
mise, to receive them to himself. 

Through mercy, I do not feel myself afraid or unwil- 
ling to die. But the prospect is at some distance ; and 
I believe, unless I had new strength given me in the in- 
terview, were death actually to stare me in the face this 
minute, I should tremble. It is a great, unknown, un- 
tried transition. I often attempt to realize the moment 
after death ; but my thoughts are overwhelmed. I can 
form no conception how I shall be, and what I shall 
meet, when I cease to breathe, and while those around 
my bed, if I die in a bed, are saying, " He is gone." 
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But though I am at a loss for particulars, I have a book 
which informs me of as much as is needful to know : 
that they who die in the Lord are blessed ; that they 
shall be like him, and with him, for ever ; that all tears 
shall be wiped [from their eyes, and they shall weep no 
more, for sin and sorrow shall not be able to follow them. 
I thank the Lord for this precious book, and for enabling 
me to believe what I read in it. Otherwise, how miser- 
able must I be now, flesh and heart are upon the point of 
failing ! 

But I have not much time to run on. I wish you 
much of that holy unction, that oil of joy, which is the 
best cordial for low spirits, and wonderfully strengthens 
weak nerves. Betsey's complaint is not removed, but 
it is so far relieved, that she was twice at church yester- 
day, after more than eight weeks' confinement to the 
house. This is a chequered life, but the suspension of 
our common comforts is designed to make us more 
sensible of their value, and more thankful for them when 
restored. For unless, we meet with some interruptions* 
we are too apt to look upon them as matters of course. 

The Lord bless you all — father, mother, son, nieces, 
tutors, and students, servants, and all. May your house 
be a church, and your heart a well-watered garden for 
yourself, and a spring of living water for your people. 
Amen. 

I am always your affectionate and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
21 Dec, '95, 
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LETTER CXX. 
My Dear Brother Bull, 

I am a little balked that the time of your coming to 
town and my leaving it so nearly coincided, that I could 
but just see you. But as I know the ways of man are 
not in himself, and believe both your movements and 
mine are under a wise and gracious guidance, I hope it 
was all right. A baulk has done me good before now. 
If we live till the Christmas vacation, I hope to be made 
amends. 

We spent ten weeks pleasantly abroad, and returned 
safely, and found all well at home, the 14th of September. 
We go on now in our old track ; we had a nice time 
at Reading. I believe Mr. Eyre accepted the living of 
St. Giles' the very day I went thither, and he was ex- 
pected almost every day while I staid, but did not come 
till I had left it. The people were hungry, the Lord 
made me able and willing. The time was short, so we 
made the most of it. I never preached so often in an 
equal space; five times in the church; twice in. Mr. 
Young's school ; every morning at Mr. Rings, ard every 
evening in a large room of one or other of our friends. 
I call it all preaching, for the rooms were crowded, and 
I spoke nearly as long and as loud, as if I had been in a 
church. I trust the Lord was with us, and I trust he will 
be with them. I have found good individuals in many 
places. But perhaps I have no where met with a body 
of professors so compact and united, so lively and yet so 
solid, judicious, and free from wild fire, as the bereaved 
people at Reading. The two dissenting ministers like* 
u 
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wise, Mr. Douglas, and Mr. Holloway, are such as I have 

seldom seen. They were generally present with their 

wives at all our meetings, when not engaged themselves. 

' I staid with them a fortnight, and left them with regret. 

Mr. Gunn fully supplied my place at St. Mary's ; he 
is a nice curate. He pleases the people, and he pleases 
me. Though very popular, he is very humble, and 
remarkably punctual and attentive. The Lord has granted 
my desire. Expecting to be laid by soon, or at least 
thinking it very probable at my time of life, I have long 
wished and prayed for an assistant who might keep the 
people together and in peace, while the pulpit remains 
mine. I thought myself suited first with Buchanan, but 
he soon went to India. Then Benamor seemed just the 
thing, but in one month he was translated to nobler 
employment in a better world ; but now I hope Mr. Gunn 
will answer my wishes. And though he seems more 
obnoxious than any of us to the clergy in general, the 
Lord Bishop of London licensed him to my curacy with* 
out the slightest hesitation. 

Indeed, I have reason to hope that the Lord favours 
us with his presence and blessing at St. Mary's. The 
church is often nearly full on a Wednesday, quite crowded 
on the Lord's-day, and we have a large and increasing 
number of inquiring young people. While we go on 
thus, though I have seen enough of the world for myself, 
and know that while I remain here I must groan under 
a body of sin, I have great cause to be thankful that my 
life and health are prolonged. We may be glad to work 
while it is day, for the night cometh. And I apprehend 
eternity itself, will not afford such an opportunity of 
preaching and exemplifying the gospel of the grace of 
God, to the glory of his name and the salvation of souls, 
as we are favoured with here. Every added day of life* 
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if so improved, is of great value, and an overbalance for 
mil the trials we meet with in our pilgrimage. 

I told yon I had a young man in view to send to 
Cambridge, .and that I meant to send him to you for a 
time. His name is Morris ; he was with us the last time 
you drank tea with us at number six. And from what 
lie then saw and heard he longs to be with you. I 
hope you will be able to receive him on your foundation, 
far I wish to make Mrs, Ekins' money go as far as I can. 
At any rate, he must be in your house. I have no doubt 
of your liking him when he comes. I cannot see into 
the heart ; but so far as I can judge from repeated con- 
versations, I have no doubt of his being truly serious and 
gracious. He seems likewise to have strong natural 
abilities, and I believe would make a tolerable preacher 
at present. But he is to be in the church (if he comes 
safe through the ordeal of a dissenting academy) and 
therefore he must go to the university, and therefore he 
must come to you. If he were an angel, he might be 
refused ordination, unless he came from college — then a 
little grace will do if he carry Greek with him — but 
grace without Greek is in small repute at Cambridge. 

Mr. Morris gives up his counting-house to-day, and 
goes on Monday to take leave of his friends and con- 
nexions at Dover. He will return in about a fortnight, 
before which time I hope to be in possession of your 
mandamus, for his admission to Newport College, with 
such instructions and admonitions as you may think 
needful. 

Admiral Duncan and his brave tars have much praise 
for the late victory ; and the gratitude of the nation at 
large is shown by illumination?, gluttony, drunkenness, 
and singing " Rule Britannia. ,, Had the Dutch fleet 
been permitted to reach Brest, I think it probable 
tj2 
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that an invasion would have been attempted. I hope 
some people give the praise to the Lord of Hosts, who 
disappoints the designs of our enemies, and does not 
yet take vengeance of such a nation as this. He has a 
remnant amongst us, and therefore He still seems to say, 
Destroy it not, for a blessing is in it. 

Company comes in one upon another : I can only add 
my love and dear Betsey's to you, Mrs. Bull, and my 
brother Thomas ; and my prayers that the Lord bless 
tutor, students, family, church, and congregation, in 
body soul, and spirit. Pray for us. 

I am your very affectionate friend, brother, and 
much obliged and obsequious servant, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
28th Oct., '97. 



LETTER CXXI. 

My Dear Friend and Brother, 

I am sensible you have many infirmities : so it has 
been ever since I knew you, yet you are still alive, and I 
think still likely to live a good while. It seems probable 
I shall go before you, but that will be as the Lord shall 
appoint. May it be our care and prayer — to live to him 
while we do live, and leave the rest to him who does all 
things well. 



y Google 



REV. JOHN NEWTON. 293 

I am certainly favoured with a measure of health and 
strength, not common at my years. I never could 
preach with more ease and liberty than at present, yet I 
feel I grow older ; the shadows of the evening are ad- 
vancing upon me. I am to leave the how and the when 
and the where of my dismission to the Lord. I would 
only pray (and I hope you will pray for me) that when 
the summons shall arrive, it shall find me ready, willing, 

and waiting. 

* * * * * 

Yesterday and to-day I have not been quite well. 
I thank the Lord I am better again. When he sees it 
needful, he gives us some intimations of our frail state. 
Mine, indeed, have been few and slight. My judgment 
is satisfied, that when the Lord shall call me home, it 
will be unspeakably better to depart and be with Jesus. 
I have no painful doubts about the event. Surely I 
know whom I have believed. Surely I have committed 
my soul, my all, to him. I do it daily and hourly. And 
I am sure that the good word on which he has caused 
me to hope, shall stand firm when the frame of nature 
shall be dissolved. And yet, somehow, clouds and 
veils hang over the prospect. When I think of the 
moment after death, my mind is startled at the change 
that will take place, so new, so inconceivable. But the 
Lord has said, As thy day is, so shall thy strength be. 
I humbly hope, therefore, I shall find a dying strength 
reserved for a dying hour. 

He bids me cast this last care, as well as all my other 
cares, upon him, and he promises to care for me ; there- 
fore, I would say, Welcome, life, with all its trials ; wel- 
come, death, with all its apparent gloom. 

May the Lord support you under all your infirmities. 
In this uncertain state, we know not whether we shall 
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meet upon earth ; but I trust we shall soon meet where 
sin, sorrow, pain, and care, shall never intrude. Oh for 
the ear of faith, to listen to the songs of the harpers ! 
Loud as from numbers without number — sweet as from 
blessed voices ! 

My dear Miss Catlett joins in love and best wishes 
to you, Mrs, Bull, and Thomas ; and always I am your 
very affectionate 

JOHN NEWTON. 
6th Nov., 1797. 



LETTER CXXII. 
My Dear Sir and Brother, 

All is well, and I ask your pardon ; I ought to have 
been more explicit. Tt is true, and I believe I told you 
so, that I have liberty to appropriate a part of Mrs, 
Ekin's money to prepare a young man for the college, 
as well as to support him there. And I am ready to do 
so ; only, as you desired me to procure a foundation 
student, if I could, I thought I might as well propose 
one of my own as a stranger, and the saving might enable 
me to send one more to the university. It will be time 
enough to talk of the foundation when there is a vacancy) 
nor shall I then wish for it, if it interferes with your in- 
tentions in favour of another. But if there should be a 
vacancy, and while you have no one in prospect whom 
you prefer, I shall be thankful for the help. 
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Mr. Morris had left London before your first letter 
came, and is not yet returned. I believe him to be a 
valuable and promising young man, but I have only seen 
him a few times at breakfast. You will be a better judge 
than I when you have him under your roof. If he be- 
haves well, you will flatter him now and then by a smile, 
or a kind word, by mentioning him as my friend. I do 
not mean to ask anything extraordinary out of the com- 
mon line for him, but only such little notices and atten- 
tions, as, though they cost nothing, are much prized by 
a generous and feeling spirit. 

I thank the Lord I am as well as an old man can be. 
I think and I hope that the Lord bears testimony to the 
wo*d of his grace at St. Mary's more than ever, which, 
makes health doubly valuable. May he make me willing 
to resign it at a moment's warning ; and to sit quiet in 
my chair or my bed, and rejoice that his work is pros- 
pering without me, and that others are serving him better 
when I can serve him no longer ! A sentence in Dr. 
Cotton Mather's life struck me more than fifty years 
ago, and has been often upon my mind from that time,— 
" My usefulness was the last idol I was willing to part with, 
but now I can part with that, and am content to be laid 
aside and forgotten, so that he may be glorified." He 
would not have wanted instruments, though I had left 
my bones in Africa, or had been food for the sharks. 
Oh for grace to retire at his bidding, like a thankful 
guest from a full table ! I have had a long and highly 
favoured day. But the night cometh ; pray for me, that 
my decline of life may not be stained with foolishness, 
impatience, jealousy, or any thing that might disparage 
my profession or ministry. 

The dark prospect of the times affects me much, as it 
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does yon. And, like you, I have often questioned, how 
shall I behave if such and such things should take place ? 
But latet anguis in herbd. This seemingly humble 
diffidence, I am afraid, implies a supposition that I can 
do pretty well at present, and while things remain no 
worse than they are. Whereas, I am satisfied in my 
better judgment, that the Almighty power which sustains 
the stars in their orbits is equally necessary to carry me 
with safety, honour, and comfort through the smoothest 
day of my life. Let it suffice that he knows where we 
are, and what we are, and can increase our strength 
according to our days, to any assignable degree. We 
do not want shoes of iron and brass while we walk upon 
a carpet ; but should the road become very rough and 
thorny, these shoes are always at hand, and if we ask 
for them, we shall have them. Faithful is He that has 
promised, who also will do it. 

Wednesday last brought news of the death of my 
brother at Leith. Our branch of the noble family of 
Newton will soon be extinct, for I am the only sur- 
vivor. He was a sober, moral man, an excellent sea 
officer, and much respected and approved in the post 
Mr. S. procured him as agent for the transport service. 
He was friendly to the gospel, and constantly attended 
it. I do not know how far he was wrought upon by it ; 
but his deportment upon his dying bed gives us hope 
that the Lord prepared him for the change, though he 
said but little. His widow is a gracious woman, and I 
doubt not but He who ever liveth will still be a husband 
to her. This is one concomitant of old age to see our 
friends and relatives drop off before us, like leaves from 
the trees in autumn, till we are left naked trunks. But 
Jesus lives. With more love from us to Mrs. Bull and 
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Thomas [pray mend the rhyme], and our best wishes 
and prayers for you all, I still remain and hope always 
to be, 

Yours affectionately, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
11th Nov. '97. 

I expect Mr. Morris will be in town this evening, and 
that he will probably wait upon you in the course of a 
week or two. 



LETTER CXXIII. 
My Dj*ab Friend, 

Though I have but little time for writing, I must thank 
you for your letter. I am very glad Mr. Morris pleases 
you. I had no doubt but you would think him a pro- 
mising plant. He informed me himself of the advice 
you gave him. I am in hopes that my letter will confirm 
both, and make him willing to do nothing in the preach- 
ing way without your express direction. I think you 
might exert your authority in this case, were it needful, 
without any fear of grieving the Holy Spirit ; but I trust 
a little persuasion will suffice. He must not be a village 
preacher, if he means to go to Cambridge. 

I preached yesterday from Hosea xi. 8, 9. The church 
was very full, and I hope we had the Lord's presence. 
In the morning, my apprehensions how the day might 
close were rather dark ; as I know there is much discon- 
tent abroad, and many people busy in fomenting it, and 
making bad wprse. I was afraid lest such a concourse 
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of persons might lead to some riotous proceedings ; but 
through the goodness of Him who ruleth the winds and 
the seas, all went off very smoothly. I hope the Lord 
smiled upon the design. On the king's part, I believe 
it was a sincere acknowledgment of God's power and pro- 
vidence over us at a time when the French government 
and nation renounce and defy him ; and it gave many 
believers an opportunity of uniting in public worship. 
Though infidelity and profligacy overspread the land, yet 
the Lord has a remnant amongst us — a people dear to 
him — who stand in the breach night and day, pleading 
for mercy. These are the chariots and horsemen of our 
Israel ; and for their sakes I trust he will still prove the 
Holy One in the midst of us, and that we shall not be 
given up to the cruel ravings and insults of the modern 
Rabshakeh. C ** +£<f4**M>$ 

I would relieve all your complaints if I could. The 
Lord, who loves you much better than I do, easily could, 
but he does not ; ergo, he sees it best for you to have 
them. Infirmities must ordinarily increase with increas- 
ing years. I seem, at present, to be an exception to the 
general rule ; but my time cannot be very distant. Oh, 
to be able to say, from the heart, in the hour of trial, 

" How weak this prison where I dwell, 
How frail this tottering wall, 
The breaches cheerfully foretel. 
The house must shortly fall \ ff 

The Lord, who can exempt us from troubles, can do 
much more ; he can support and can comfort us under 
them. He could have prevented the young men from 
being cast into the furnace, or kept Daniel out of the den ; 
but his power and faithfulness were more signally dis- 
played by suppressing the effect of the flames, and by 
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shutting the mouths of the lions. Is he not all-sufficient ? 
Has he not promised us strength according to our day ? 

Let us boldly venture upon his word, that cannot fail. 

****** 

20** Dec. '97. 



LETTER CXXIV. 
My Dear Friend, 

Though my thanks for your nice pork, and for all 
your kindness, are very sincere, they are scarcely worth 
fivepence ; but franks are so scarce, that I do not ask 
for them, except when I have a packet to enclose. And 
something whispers in my ear (I hope it is not the voice 
of vanity) that as it is long since you heard from me, you 
will not be unwilling to pay postage for a letter. 

I am sorry that you are weak and poorly ; but know- 
ing that you often touch the mournful string, I am 
willing to hope you are a little better than you think 
yourself. 

If we take the report of sense, the times are dark 
indeed. But what says faith ? What would become of 
us if the Scriptures were not true? And if they are 
true, there must be such times, because they are foretold, 
and not one jot or tittle can fail. Perhaps dark times 
are the brightest ; for they are usually seasons when the 
Lord's people are stirred up, and when many who would 
not hear him in prosperity, are glad to seek him. I 
think the gospel is spreading amongst us, and I hope 
the prayers of the true remnant will so far prevail, that 
our enemies will not be permitted to swallow us up s 
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They are at war not with us only, but with our God, 
He is taking his own wise measures, to plead his own 
cause, which ought to be the dearest concern of our 
hearts : surely we cannot wish him to lose it ? Yes, the 
times are dark; for though his hand is lifted up, they 
will not see it. Dissipation and folly are as rampant as 
if the nation were in perfect peace and security. Can 
we assign any reason why such a nation as this, which 
has abused greater light and privilege than any in 
Europe, should be exempted from the general shaking ? 

Do not think that my faith is very strong. While I 
smoke my pipe peaceably, I can talk or write, according 
to what I read in the Bible; but were the French 
actually permitted to come, if I was* left to myself, 
perhaps I might flee into the woods, or creep into a 
cupboard. However, I am aiming to rely upon Him, 
who has said, " As thy day is, so shall thy strength be." 
The Lord is faithful, and if this promise is fulfilled, we 
shall do very well. Why should not we take joyfully 
the spoiling of our goods, and count it an honour to lay 
down our lives for his sake if called to it, as others have 
done before us? They were no better in themselves 
than we, nor had they a better gospel than ours. Is 
not He who supported them able to support us also ? 
Their feet were as tender as ours ; but when the way 
Was very rough, he gave them shoes of iron and brass ; 
and I trust there are more such shoes upon the shelf for 
our use likewise, if we should need them. 

I cannot be poorer than I was when the Lord brought 
me from African Egypt, from being a servant of slaves* 
Nor can I be in more apparent danger than I have often 
been at sea in a storm ; even the French are not more 
irresistible or more inexorable than the raging billows 
in a tempest. The Lord has delivered me from the paw 
of many a Hon, and of many a bear ; why then should I 
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be afraid of this atheistical Philistine, who has defied not 
only the armies of the living God, but the living God 
himself? 

Indeed, I trust they will not be suffered to execute all 
their malicious rage and threatenings against us. But 
they will probably alarm us. And then, like Israel at 
the Red Sea, we shall cry to the Lord, and I hope like 
them we shall be heard and preserved. He could have 
easily prevented Pharaoh and his army from following 
them ; but, had he done so, Israel would not have known 
that glorious display of his power and goodness on 
their behalf in dividing the waters and drowning their 
enemies. 4* 

All these things shall eventually promote the glory of 
his name, the good of his church, and the spread of the 
gospel. The French, like the Jews when they crucified 
the Messiah, will only execute what God has already 
appointed to be done. I wish to watch, and pray, and 
mourn for the abounding of sin, and the abounding 
woes with which sin has filled the world. Nor would I 
forget my own sins, which contribute to fill the national 
cup ; for the rest, I know that He doth and will do all 
things well. And when you and I shall meet on one of 
the green and flowery mounts, which Dr. Watts speaks of, 
we shall see it more clearly. Till then may His peace 
rule in our hearts. Give our joint love to Mrs. Bull, 
brother Thomas, Mr. Morris, and to all your family* 
Pray for us. We shall be glad to see you in London. 
May the Lord be a sun and a shield to you and to us. 

I am yours very affectionately and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
26th April, '98. 
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LETTER CXXV. 
Mr Dbar Old Friend, 

Though the flame of our affection is not much sup- 
ported by the fuel of frequent letters and converse, I 
trust it still burns brightly, for it is fed from a secret, 
invisible, and inexhaustible source. If two needles are 
properly touched by a magnet, they will retain their 
sympathy for a long time. But if twojiearts are truly 
united to the Heavenly Magnet, their mutual attraction 
will be permanent in time and to eternity, Blessed be 
the Lord for a good hope, that it is thus between you 
and me. I could not love you better if I saw you or 
heard from you every day. 

Dear Miss Catlett, and I, and all the dear family we 
are with, consisting of about twenty persons, are well. 
We lie down and rise up, go out and come in, in peace 
and safety. What a wonderful mercy, in such a world 
as this, when so many are suffering and falling around 
us, and we, though upon the same field of battle, remain 
unhurt! 

But the almanack tells me that if I live tiU Monday 
next, I shall enter my seventy-sixth year. I believe you 
will pray for me on that day. My eyes, ears, and leg* 
likewise admonish me that I grow older. My writing 
days seem almost over ; I cannot well see to write ; but 
I make an effort to send you one letter more, which may 
probably be the last you will receive. 

I have requested your prayers ; shall I tell you what 
to ask for ? You need not pray for my sudden removal 
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for I hare as little reasen as most people to be weary of 
life, and, through mercy, I feel at present quite willing 
to live my appointed time. Nor need you pray for my 
long continuance here, for I see little except my proles* 
sion and ministry worth living for another day. But 
pray that I may be enabled to leave the time and man- 
ner of my dismission entirely in the Lord's hand. That 
if Joe sees fit to summon me suddenly, I may be willing 
to go without delay ; and that if he is pleased to lay me 
aside, I may be as willing to retire and wait his time. 

Pray likewise for me, that no gross imprudence or 
misconduct may stain the latter part of my life, but that 
I may be enabled to exemplify in myself what I have 
laboured to inculcate upon others from the pulpit. I 
have observed in some good men and good ministers, 
improprieties in their latter days, which I have been 
willing to ascribe rather to the infirmities of old age, 
than to a defect in real grace. I pray daily to be pre- 
served from these, and I request your assistance. I 
have known good men, in advanced life, garrulous, pee- 
vish, dogmatic, self-important, with some symptoms of 
jealousy, and perhaps envy, toward those who are upon 
the increase while they feel themselves decreasing. Do, 
my friend, pray earnestly that it may not be so with me, 
but that I may retire, if laid aside, like a thankful guest 
from a plentiful table, and may rejoice to see others 
coming forward to serve the Lord, (I hope better and 
more successfully,) when I can serve him no longer. 
May I never forget that the Lord brought me from 
Africa, where I was the servant, the scorn, and the pity 
of slaves, what he has done for me since, and what a 
long and highly favoured day I have had since he was 
pleased to put me into the ministry. Such likewise shall 
be my desire and prayer for you, if you should be spared 
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to old age; for as yet I consider you rather as a youngish 
man. 

Miss Catlett loves you, and sends her love. Pray for 
her likewise. I know, what as yet you know not, that 
the loss of a good wife, after a connexion of many en* 
deared years, can only be made up by the Lord himself. 

But when he removed mine, he left one in Miss Cat* 
lett, the best substitute the nature of the case would 
admit. Her tenderness and attention make my heart 
shrink sometimes, when I think what a trial she will 
have if it should be her lot to close my eyes. Do join 
me in prayer for her, that He to whom all things are 
easy, may give her strength according to her day. 

Give our love to Mrs. Bull, brother Thomas, and all 
who are dear to you, to dear Mr. and Mrs. Neale, who, 
I suppose, are either returned or near it. I long to hear 
of or from them. Love to Miss Neale, Mrs. Tippin, 
and more than I can name, who come often to No. 8. 
I shall expect to hear from you likewise. 

The Lord bless you and yours, in body, soul, and 
spirit. Amen. 

I am your affectionate and obliged 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Southampton, Aug. 1st, 1800. 



y Google 



REV. JOHN NEWTON. 30$ 



LETTER CXXVI. 
Mr Dear Friend, 

My head, bands, and heart have been so full, that I 
could not write when 1 wished. I can answer your kind 
inquiries about my dear Eliza in few words. Her pre- 
sent state is very similar to dear Mr. Cowper's during 
the first two or three years of his illness. She is in a 
deep melancholy, and her distress is probably aggravated 
by the dreadful suggestions of that enemy who, when 
he is permitted, is always ready to worry those whom he 
may not destroy. In all that concerns herself she is 
quite deranged ; but I thank the Lord she is mild and 
quiet, and can pay some attention to what passes around 
her. She expects to die every hour, though her bodily 
health is not amiss; and she thinks that the moment 
after death will sink her into the pit without hope, for 
that all her religious profession was but hypocrisy, and 
that now the Lord had detected her, and cast her off for 
ever. 

Do you ask how I feel for her and myself ? Through 
mercy, I can say, Though cast down, not destroyed. 
My trial is great, but the all-sufficient Lord is my sup- 
port. I am sure this affliction did not spring out of the 
. ground. I trust the event will be to his glory and our 
good. I am enabled to preach as usual, and when thus 
employed, I am helped in a good measure to leave my 
own personal cares behind me for the time, though they 
often return with weight when the service is ended. 

How often have I made a surrender of myself and my 
all to the Lord ? How often have I aimed to say, I 
x 
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hope with sincerity, Lord, when, and where, and tohat 
thou wilt ! He is now pleased to take me at my word* 
I have told many that the post of trial, if supported in a 
right spirit, as becomes a sinner and a believer, is a post 
of honour. This honour is now assigned to me. May 
his grace be sufficient for me! May he give me strength 
according to my day! I humbly hope he will; and 
then the hard will be easy, and the bitter bud will pro* 
duce a sweet flower. He has designs by this dispensa- 
tion, which, though beyond my reach, I am sure must 
be worthy of his wisdom and love. I am a short-sighted 
creature ; I cannot tell what worse things this trial may 
prevent, or what blessings it may produce. My chief 
desire for myself is, that He may preserve me from dis- 
honouring my profession by despondence, impatience, or 
any wrong tempers. 

I scarcely know a person of her years, who has given 
more satisfactory, uniform, and abiding proofs of a real 
state of grace, than my dear child. Her walk has long 
been not only unblameable, but highly exemplary. About 
a month before this awful gloom overwhelmed her, though 
she was then very disconsolate, the Lord was pleased 
suddenly to break in upon her mind with such power, 
light, and love, as she said she had never before expe- 
rienced, nor ever expected. Then her apprehensions of 
dying were overborne, and she was heartily willing, had 
such been the Lord's pleasure, to have gone home. 
Though short, it was a precious view. It lasted but 
about a quarter of an hour. Now, she says it was a 
delusion. But it was a cordial to me, as showing me 
how easily and quickly the Lord can say to the troubled 
mind, ' Peace, be still ! ' 

For His time, which must be the best time, I am now 
to wait. You and yours, I know, will pray that I mav 
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be enabled to wait with faith, hope, patience, and resig- 
nation. I trust all will be well at last, and if so, all must 
be well now. 

I believe either you or my good friend, Mr. Thomas, 
have seen dear Mr. Ring's cottage. It is a delightful 
spot. There my dear Eliza is under the care of faithful 
Crabb. There she has every advantage that fine air, 
extensive prospects, convenient walks, and the best 
medical advice can afford ; and there she must be for 
a season, till we see more of the Lord's will. She is in 
safe hands. 

I could write on, (though my eyes are very weal; ;) 
but Mr. Ring wants to write on the other side. A 
letter from you now would be great charity. Collect all 
the prayers for us that you can ; and may the Lord bless 
you and yours, in your heart, house, ministry, and make 
you a blessing to many. My warm love to you all. 

I am your affectionate and obliged 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Reading, 20th May, 1801. 



LETTER CXXVII. 
Mr Dear Fribnd, 

At length I have the pleasure of a letter from you to 
answer. My poor weak eyes will try to thank you for 
it, but they cannot allow me to write much at one 
sitting. 

I have paid three visits to my dearest Eliza. The 
first was an interesting interview indeed. But I trust 
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the Lord was with us. We behaved pretty well. We 
were mutually afraid of overdoing each other. Tha 
suppressed, in a measure, many emotions on- both side*, 
for I had not seen her for about eight months. The 
second and third time we were calm. Her derangement 
still continues, but toy great trial is alleviated by many 
mercies. The horrors which once overwhelmed her 
mind are removed. She long thought that the Lord 
had detected and would punish her as a hypocrite, and 
that death, which she hourly expected, would sink her 
down to be a companion with Judas. 

But, now, through merey, when her mind is diverted 
from her own ease, she is, in all other respects, as com- 
posed and correct as at any former time. She and her 
three friends are always together, and she attends the 
sick and distressed like a nurse ; her benevolent feelings 
are all revived, and she goes about doing good accord- 
ing to her power, as blessed be the Lord she did before 
the storm came upon her. On the Lord's day evening, 
she is usually a sort of chaplain to those (of her ward) 
who will attend, and I suppose has sometimes a dozen 
hearers. To them she reads a chapter, and often throws 
in a word of her own by way of explanation. She then 

reads a sermon, and gives out a hymn. As Mrs. C 

was prepared to receive her, so I hope the Lord has 
sent her for the good of others. She has, in some cases, 
been very useful, as I shall tell you, if I live to see you, 
when you come to town. She is respected, beloved, and 
kindly treated by all in the house, and many of the rules 
of the place are dispensed with as much as possible in 
her favour. 

Yet my trial is great. But I know it did not spring 
out of the ground. I believe not a sparrow, or even a 
hair from our heads, can fall without His notice. I believe 



y Google 



REV. JOHN NBWTON. «>Ui/ 

that no creature can give us either pleasure or pain, but 
ub instruments of his will 5 and that they who fear and 
love him, will, sooner or later, number their sharpest 
trials among their chief mercies* And, as I am well 
satisfied that her soul is bound up in the bundle of life 
with the Lord, and as I believe, though a chief sinner, 
I am, I trust, pardoned and accepted in the beloved, I 
aim' to resign her and myself into his hands, and to hope 
that all will work for his glory and our final benefit. He 
has made me in a degree willing, but 1 find the flesh is 
weak. But this he knows likewise. He knows what I 
feel, and, through mercy, I am supported, though not by 
sensible comforts, or lively frames. But I am enabled 
to trubt in his written word. 

It is some addition to my trial that I cannot fill up 
my time with writing and reading as formerly. But he 
knows this also ; and should I be quite blind, I ought 
to be thankful that I had the use of them seventy-six 
years, and not to complain that they failed at last. Lord, 
I and all I have is thine. Thou canst take nothing away 
hot what thou first gavest. 

My recollection, likewise, is so feint, that I often forget 
-what I said or did two hours before. Yet it seldom 
fails me when in the pulpit, or when expounding in the 
houses of my friends. Perhaps I never preached longer ,^s^ 
louder, or more frequently than at present. Perhaps l^J 
was never heard with more attention or acceptance. 
(Phillip, i. 29.) If he enable me to suffer as ^Christian, 
this post of trial may be a post of honour, and may 
encourage others in their affliction to trust in him when 
they see his faithfulness and goodness in my case. He 
does, he will do, all things well. May I say from my 
heart, Not my will, but thine be done. 

Love to Mrs. Bull, to brother Thomas, to your 
students, and to all who love the Saviour. My eyes 
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have let me ran on longer than I expected* Perhaps 
because I am writing to you. Ora pro nobis. I am* 
indeed, 

Your very affectionate and obliged, 

JOHN NEWTON. 
4th June, 1802. 

Mr. Raban's death seems to have been very sudden. 
I should like to hear more about it. I have written to 
his widow. May we be always ready. 



LETTER CXXVIIL 
My Dear Friend, 

If my eyes will give me leave, I must thank yon, 
however briefly, for your very kind letter of the third* 
As my anniversary was on a Wednesday, I preached 
about Mr. Self, from the case .of the demoniac in Mark 
v., which so nearly resembled my own, and particular^ 
from verses 18, 19. . . vr 

I am now two days in my seventy-eighth year. My- 
health and strength are remarkable for my age ; but I 
Jfeel some symptoms of declining years. The day of 
opportunity wears away, and the night is approaching 
when no man can work. But while the Lord enables 
me to preach, and the people are attentive and willing to 
hear me in my poor broken way, I ought to be willing 
to live to the age of Methuselah, if I might but promote 
his glory, and be any way useful to my hearers. I am 
bought with a price ; ergo, I am not my own. I wish, 
to say from my heart, Lord, grant that the short uncer- 
tain remnant of my time may not discredit my profes- 



y Google 



RBV. JOHN NEWTON. 311 

a, by pride or any evil tempers ; and that when the 
summons shall come, it shall find me ready and waiting. 
To this purpose I have been permitted and encouraged 
to pray for many years past, and our God is a hearer of 
prayer. 

My dear child joins with me in love to you and yours, 
and in thanks for your kind prayers and wishes on our 
joint behalf. I have much to be thankful for on her 
account. The Lord has done great things for us, and 
I am waiting and praying for complete relief. But, 
however he may dispose of us while here, I am sure 
that he does all things well, and that his choice for us 
will be eventually better than anything we can choose 
for ourselves. If there is any alteration since you saw 
her, I think it is for the better, and I am not without 
hope that a full deliverance is gradually approaching ; 
but I trust we are both under the direction of infinite 
wisdom, goodness, and power, and there I would leave 
aD, and say, (Oh that I may say it from my heart !) 
Not my will, but thine be done.* 
,:;Now my eyes bid me hasten to a close. The Lord 
bless you, in your person, family, and ministry, and 
return you sevenfold into your own bosom, all that you 
have desired and prayed for us. 

I am your very affectionate, < 

JOHN NEWTON. 
5th August, 1802. 

Love to Mrs. Bull. Brother Thomas Bull made us a 
kind and very acceptable visit yesterday, an hour and a 
half long. 

* Miss Catlett, after this, returned borne, gradually recovered, 
and was, some time previous to Mr. Newton's death, married to 
Mr. Smith. 
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LETTER CXXIX. 
Mr very Dear Bull, 

You will not expect me to write much ; but I must 
tell you that I have seen your letter to Mrs. Neale.* It 
awakened my most tender sympathy for you and yours, 
and my concern was mingled with joy to find the Lord 
so graciously supported you. Faithful is he that has 
promised. 

For want of eyes, I refer you to Matt. vii. 24 — 27, 
which occurred in my reading this morning. How shall 
the house upon the rock be proved to be upon a sure 
foundation, if it was not assaulted by the same rain, 
storms, and floods which swept away that which was 
built upon the sand ? 

I could fill the sheet if I could see ; but I cannot. 
My dear Miss Catlett cordially joins in all that I mean, 
when I subscribe myself, your affectionate and sympa- 
thising friend and brother, 

JOHN NEWTON. 

9th March, 1804. 

Time how short ! Eternity how long ! 

* On occasion of the death of Mrs. BulL 



THE END. 
London : Printed by Ward and Gaiffith, 16, Bear Alley. 
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